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ACT I. SCENE Lord Townly's Apartment. 


Lord Townly las. 
\ HY did I raarry ?— Ws it not evident, my 


plain, rational cheme of life was unpracticable, 
with a woman of ſo different a way of thinking ? — 18 
there one article 0i 1t, that ſhe has not broke in upon? 
Yes — let me do ber juſtice her reputation That 
—— I hay no re- ſon to believe 1> in queſtion But chen 
how long ber proſſ' gate courſe of eallires may make her 
ab e to keep it—is a ſhocking queſtion ! and her preſump« 
tion wh'le ſhe keep+ it—inſuprortable ! for on the pride of 
that fingle virtue, ſhe ſeems to lay it down, as a funda- 
mental oint, that the free indulgence of every other vice, 
this fertile town affords, is the birth-right prerogative of 
a woman of quality — Amazing ! that a creature ſo warm 
in th purſuit of her ple:ſures, ſhould never caſt one 
thought towards her happineſs Thus, while ſhe 
admits no lover, ſhe thinks it a greater merit ſti;l, in her 
chaſtity, not to care for her huſband ; and s hile ſhe her- 
ſelf is ſolacing in one continual round of cards and good 
company, he, poor wretch ? is left at large to take care 8 
of his own contentment—?Tis time indeed ſome care wers 
taken, and ſpeedily there ſhall be - Vet let me not be rafh 
—Perhaps tis dilappointment of my heart may make me 
too impatient; and ſome tempers, hen reproach*d, grow 
more untractable — Here the comes Let me be calm 
a while, Q "So 


Enter Lady Townly. 

Going out ſo ſoon after inner, madam ? RIS 

La. Town. Lard, my Lord! what can I poſſibly do at 
home ? | OH © 2+ 
L. Town, What does my ſiſter, Lady Grace, do 4 
home ? — = 
La. Town, Why, that is to me amazing! Haye you ever 4 
any pleaſure at home ? | — 
A 3 | 
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L. Town. It might be in your power, madam, I con 
feſs, to make it a little more comfortable to me. 

L. Town. Comfortable! and fo, my good lord, you 
would really have a-woman of my rank and ſpirit, ſtay at 
home to comfort her huſband ! Lord ! what notions of lite 
ſome men have! 

L. Town. Don't you think, madam, ſome ladies? notions 
are full as extravagant? 

La. Town, Yes, my lord, when the tame doves live 
coop'd within the pen of your precepts, I do think 'em 
prodigious indeed! 

L. Town. And when they fly wild about this town, 
madam, pray what muſt the world think of 'em then? 

La Tcun. Oh! this world is not ſo ill bred, as to 
quarrel with any woman for liking it, 

L. Tewn, Nor am I, madam, a huſband ſo well bred, 
as to bear my wife's being ſo fond of it; in ſhort, the lite 
you lead, madam 
La. Town. Is, to me, the pleaſanteſt life in the World. 
L. Town. 1 ſhould not diſpute your taſte, madam, if 2 
woman had a right to pleaſe nobody but herſelf, 

La- Town. Why, whom would you have her pleaſe ? 
L. Town, Sometimes her huſband, 

La. Tixn. And don't you think a huſband under the 
ſame obligation? 

L. Town, Certainly. 

Ia. Town, Why then we are agreed, my lord — For 
if I never go abroa?, *till I am weary of being at home 
—— which you know is the caſe is it not equally rea- 
ſonable, not to come home till one's as weary of being 
abroad? 

L. Town. If this be your rule of life, madam, *tis time 
to aſk you one ſerious queſtion. 

La. Town, Don't let it be long a coming then 
I am in haſte, 
L. Town. Madam, when I am ſerious, I expect a ſerious 
anſwer, 

La. Town. Before I know the queſtion ? 

L. Town, Pſhah have I power, madam, to make 
you ſerious by intreaty ? 

La. Town. You have. 

L. Town, And you promiſe to anſwer me fincerely ? 


La. Town, Sincerely. 2 
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L. Torn. Now then recollect your thoughts, and tcll 
me ſeriouſly, why you married me?” | 

La. Town, You infiſt upon truth, you ſay ? 

L. Town, I think I have a right to it. 

La. Town, Why then, my lord, to give you at once a 
proof of my obedience and ſincerity think Il mar- 
ried——to take off that reſtraint that lay upon my plea- 
ſures, while I was a ſingle woman, 

L. Town, How, madam, is any woman under leſs re- 
ſtraint after marriage, than before it ? 

La. Town. O my lord! my lord! they are quite different 
creatures! Wives have infinite liberties in life, that would 
be terrible in an unmarried woman to take, 

L. Town. Name one, 

La. Town, Fifty, if you pleaſe — To begin then, in 
the morning-——a married woman may have men at her 
toilet, invite them to dinner, appoint them a party in a 
itage box at the play; engroſs the converſation there, call 
'em by their Chiiſtian names; talk louder than the players; 
from thence jaunt into the city ——take a frolicks 
ſome ſupper at an India houſe——_perhaps, in her gate“ as 
exur, toiſt a pretty fellow then clatter again to this 
end of the town, break with the morning into an aſſembly,. 8 
crowd to the hazard table, throw a familiar levant upon 
ſome ſharp lurching man of quality, and if he demands his 2 1 
money, turn it off with a loud laugh, and cry—yow'll WW 
it him, to vex him! ha! ha! & 

L. Town, Prodigious! [ Hides = 

La. Town. Theſe now, my lord, are ſame few of the. 
many modiſh amuſements that diſtinguiſh the privilege of at 
a wife from that of a ſingle woman. _ 

L. Towy. Death! madam, what law has made theſe»: 
liberties leſs: ſcandalous in a wife, than an unmarricd> 1 
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woman? _— 

La. Town. Why the ſtrongeſt law in the world, cuſtom 

cuſtom time out of mind, my lord. ST. 

L. Town, Cuſtom,” madam, is the law of fools ; but ic | 
fhall never govern me. 3 


La. Town. Nay then, my lord, 'tis time for me to * 

obſerve the laws of prudence. - 4.3.4 +. 
J.. Town. T iſh 1 could fee an inftance of it. BEEN, 
La. Town. You ſhall have one this moment, my lord 

for I think, when a man begins to loſe his temper at homey. "v 
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if a woman has any prudenee, why ——- ſhe'll go abroad 
*till he comes to himſelf again. [ Going, 

L. Town, Hold, madam lam amazed you are not 
more uneaſy at the life we lead! You don't want ſenſe, and 
yet ſeem void of all humanity : for, with a bluſh I ſay it, 
think J have not wanted love. — 

La. Town. Oh! don't ſay that, my lord, if you ſuppoſe 
I have my ſenſes ! 

L. Town, What is it I have done to you? what can you 
complain of ? 

La. Town. Oh! nothing in the leaſt : 'tis true, you 
bave heard me ſy I have owed my lord Lurcher an hun- 
dred pounds theſe three weeks—but what then a huſ- 
band is not liable to his wife's debts of honour, you know 
and if a filly woman will be uneaſy about money ſhe 
can't be fned for, what's that to him? as long as he loves 
ker, to be ſure ſhe can have nothing to complain of. 

L. Town. By Heaven, if my whole fortune thrown into 
your lap, could make you delight in the chearful duties of 
a wife, I ſhould think myſelf a gainer by the purchaſe. 

La. Toton. That is, my lord, I might reccive your whole 
Ws provided you were ſure I would not ſpend a ſhilling 
of it. 

L. Town. No, madam ; were I mafter of your heart, 
your pleaſures would be mine; but, different as they are, 
11 feed even your follies, to deſerve it Perhaps you 
may have ſome other «:ifling debts of honour abroad, that 
keep you out of humour at home at leaſt it ſhall not be 
my fault, if I have not more of your company — 
There, there's a bill cf five hundred—and now, madam— 
La. Town. And now, my lord, down to the ground I 
thank vou Now am I convinced, were I wank enough 
to love this man, I ſhould never get a fingle guinea from 
him. [ Aſide. 
L. Town, If it be no offence, madam— 

La. Tiwn. Say wh: t you pleaſe, my lord; I am in that 
barmony ot fpirits, it is impoſlble to put me out of humour. 

L. Town. How long, in feaſon then, do you think that 
fam ought to laſt you? 

La. Town. Oh! my dear, dear lord! now you have 
ſpoil'd all again! How is it poſſible I ſhould anſwer for an 
- event that ſo utterly depends upon fortune? But to ſhew 
you, that I am more anclined to got money, than to * 
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it away—I have a ſtrong poſſeſſion, that with this five 
hundred, I ſhall win five thouſ-nd. 

L. Town, Madam, if you were to win ten thouſand, it 
would be no ſatisfaction to me. 

La. Town. O! the churl! ten thonſand! what! not io 
much as wiſh I might win ten thouſand ! Ten thouſand! 
O! the charming ſum! what infinite pretty things might 
a woman af ſpirit do with ten th utand guineas! O' m 
conſcience, it ſhe were a woman of true ſpirit — ſhe 
ſhe might loſe 'em all again! 

L. Town. And | had rather it ſhould be ſo, madam ; 
provided I could be ſure that were the laſt you would lole. 

La. Tixvn, Well, my lord, to let you fee | defign to 
play all the good houſewife I cing i am now going to 2 
party at quadrille, only to piddle with a ittle of it, at poor 
two guineas a fiſh, with the ducheſs of Quiterigbt. 

[ Exit Lady Tony. 

IL. Town. Infſenfib'e creature! neither reproaches or 
mdulgence, kindnefs or ſeverity, can wake her to the leaſt 
reflect n! Continual licence has lull'd her into ſich a 
|: thargy of care, that ſhe ſpeaks of her exceſſes with the 
ſame eaſy confidence, as if they were ſo many virtues. 
What a turn has her head taken ( But how to cure it—1 
am afraid the phyſie mull be ſtrong that reaches her 
Lovitives, I fee, are to no purpoſe—rake my friend's opi- 
rion—Manly will ſpeak freely —my Giler with tenderneſs 
to both tides, They know my cafe - I'll talk with 'em. 

Entcr a Se want. 

Serv, Mr. Manly, my lord, has ſent to know if your 
lordſhip was t home. ; NE 

L. Tua. The. did not deny me? 

Sers. No, my lord. 

L. Jaun. Very well; ſtep up to my ſiſter, and ſay, 1 
de hre to ſpeak with her. 

Serv. Lady Grace is here, my lord. Exit Servant, 

zu Lady Grace, 

I. Town. Sa, lady fair; what pretty weapon have you 
been killing your time with ? | 

La. Grare A huge folio, that has almoſt kill'd me- 
think Lhave half read my eyes ut. | 7; 

J. Town. O] you ſhould not pore ſo much juſt after 
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| Las Grace. That's true; but any body's thoughts are 
better than alu ays one's own, you know, 

IL. Town. Who's there? . 0 

Enter Servant. 

Leave word at the door, I am at home to nobody but Mr, 
Manly, „n rp. 
Le. Grace, And why is he expected, pray, my lord ? 

L. Texvn, I hope, madam, you have no o+-flion to his 
co.npany ? 

La. Grace. Your particular orders, upon my being here, 
looks, indeed, as if you thought I had not. 

L. Town. And your ladyſhip's inquiry into the reaſon 
of thoie orders, ſhew, at leaſt, it was not a matter indif- 
tcrent to you! 

La. Grace. Lord, you make the oddeſt conſtructions, 
brother ! 

Z.. Town, Look you, my grave Lady Grace—in one 
ſcrious word -I wiſh you had him. 

La. Grace. | can't help that. 

L. Town. Hah ! you can't help it! ha! ha! The flat 
ſimplicity of that reply was admirable ! 

La. Grace. Pooh! you teaze one, brother! 

L. Town, Come, I beg pardon, child — this is not a 
point, I grant you, to trifle upon; therefore, I hope, 
you'll give me leave to be ſerious, 

La. Grace. If you defite it, brother; though, Fpon my 
word, as to Mr. Manly's having any ſerious thoughts of 
me I know nothing of it, 

L. Town. Well there's nothing wrong in v. ur 
making a doubt of it —— But in ſhort, I find, by his con- 
verſation of late, hc has been looking round the world for 
a wife; and, if you were to look round the world for 2 
huſband, he's the firſt man I would give to you. 

La. Grace. Then, whenever he makes me any offer, 
brother, 1 will certainly tell you of it. 

L. Town. O! that's the laſt thing he'll do; he'll never 
make you an offer, 'till he's pretty ſure it won't be refuſed. 

La. Grace. Now you make me cuijous, Pray! did he 
ever make any offer of that kind to you? 

L. Town. Not directly: but that imports nothing: he 
is a man too well acquainted with the female world, to be 
brought into a high opinion of any one woman, without 
ſome well - examined proof of her merit; yet l have reaſon 
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to believe, that your good ſenſe, your turn of mind, and 
your way of life, have brought him to ſo favourable a one 
of vou, that a few days will reduce him to talk plainly to 
me; which Fer, (notwithſtanding our friendſlyp) I have 
neither decline tor encouraged him to. 

La. Grace. IAH ighty glad we are ſo near in our way 
of thinking : for to tell you the truth, he is much upon 
the ſame terms Wirth” me: you know he has a ſatyrical 
turn; but nevEENthes any folly, without giving due en- 
comiums to its oppoſite virtue: and upon ſuch occaſions, 
he is fometimes particular, in turning his compliments 
upon me, which I don't receive with any reſerve, leſt” he 
ſhould imagine | take them to myſelf, 

L. Town. You are right, child : when a man of merit 
makes his addreſſes, good ſenſe may give him no anſwer, 
without ſcorn or coquetry. 

La. Grace, Huſh ! he's here 

Enter Mr. Manly. 

Man. My lord ! your moſt obedient, 

I.. Town. Dear Manly! yours—l was thinking to fend 
to vou. 

Man. Then I am glad I am here, my lord Lady 
Grace, I kiſs your hands! — What! only you two! how 
many viſits may a man make, before he falls into ſuch un- 
taſhionable company? A brother and ſiſter ſoberly fitting 
at home, when the whole town is a gadding! I queſtion it 
there is ſo particular a tete-à-tete again, in the whole pariſh 
of Sr. James's ! 

La. Grace. Fv! fy! Mr. Manly how cenſorious you 
are. — | 

Man. I had not made the reflection, madam, but that I 
{aw you an exc?prion to it Where's my Lady ? 

ZL. Town. That I believe is impoſſible to gueſs. 

Man, Then I won't try, my lord — 

L. Town. But 'tis probable I may hear of her by that 
time I have been four or five hours in bed, 

Man. Now if that were my caſe, I believe I ſhould — 
But { beg pardon, my lord. 

L. Town, Indeed, fir, you ſhall not: you will ob'ige 
me it you ſpeak out, for it was upon this head I wanted to 
lee you. | 4 
© Man, Why then, my lord, fince you oblige me to ores 
% cet 


12 THE PROVOKED HUSBAND; Or, 


caged —— It that were the caſe——I believe I ſhould cer. 
tainly flcep in anoth-r houſe. | 

4,1, Grace, How do you mean? 

Mau. Only a compliment, madam. 

La. Grace. A co npliment! 

Man. Yes, madim, in rather turning myſelf out of 
doors than her. MG D——roeeacres 

La. Grace, Don't you think that would be,going too far ? 
Man. 1 don't know but it might, madam ; for, in ſtrict 
zuftice, I thiok, ſhe ought rather to go tha l. 

La. Gracr, This is new doctrine, Mr. Manly. 

lan. As od, madam, as Lo Ve, Honour, and Ob! 
When a woman will ſtop at nothing that's wrong, why 
Mou da man balance any thing that's right? 

La. Grace. Bleſs me! bur this is fomenting things— 
Man. Fomentations, madam, are ſometimes neceſſary to 
&1ſpe!] tumours : tho? I don't directly adviſe my lord to do 
this This is only what, upon the ſeme provocation, I 
weuld do my felt. 

La. Grace. Ay! ay! you would do! Bachelors? wives, 
indeed, are finely govern'd. 

Man. It the married men's were as well I am apt to 
think we thould norfee ſo many mutual plagues taking the 
air in ſeparztc Coaches! 

Le. Grace, Well ! but ſuppoſe it your own caſe; would 
you port with a wife, becauſe ſhe now and then ſtays out in 
the be ſt company? 

L. Tow. Well ſaid, Lady Grace! come, ſtand up for 
the privilege ef your ſcx! This is like to be a warm de- 
bate! i ſhall edify. | „„ 

Alan, Madam, Lthink a wife, after midnight, has no 
-o:xcafiun to be in better company than her huſband's; and 
that frequent unſcaſonable hours make the belt company--— 
the worſt company ſhe can tall into. 

La. Grate. But, if people of condition are to keep com- 
pany with one another; how is it poſſible to be done, 
unleſs one conforms to therr hours ? | 
Mas. 1 can't find that any woman's good breedipg ob- 
liges her to conform to other people's vices. 

I., Tous. I doubt, child, here we ire got a little on the 
w.ong ſide ot the queſtion. 
dds Grace. * I'y ſo, my lord Iem't think the owe, 3 
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pad as Mr. Manly ſtates it People of quality are not tied 
down to the rules of thoſe who hare their tortunes to make. 

Man. No people, madam, are above being tied down 
to ſome rules, that have fortunes to lofe. 

La. Grace. Pooh! I'm ſure, if you were to take my fide 
of the argument, you would be able to ſay ſomething more 
jor 1t. | YR 

L. Town, Well! what ſay you to that, Manly ? 

Man. Why ”troth, my lord! I have ſomethiÞy to fay. 

La. Grace. Ay! that I ſhould be glad to hear now! 

J. Town, Out with it ! 

Man. Then, in one word, this, my lord—T have often 
thought that the miſcondu@ of my lady has, in a great 
meaſure, been owing to your lordflip's treatment of her. 

La. Grace. Bleſs me ! 

JL. Tian, My treatment! 

Mau. Ay, my lord; you ſo idolized her before marriage, 
that you even indulged her, like a miſtreſs, after it; in 
ſhort, you continued the lover when you ſhould have taken 
up the huſband. | 

La. Grace. O frightful ! this is worſe than t'other! can 
a huſband love a wife too well? 88 

Man. As eafily, madam, as a wife may love a huſband 
too little. 

L. Toxvn. So! you two are never like to agree, I find. 

La. Grace. Don't be poſitive, brother: — l am afraid we 
are both of a mind already. [Abe] And do you, at this 
rate, ever hope to be married, Mr. Manly? 

Man, Never, madam, *till 1 can meet with a woman 
that likes my doctrine. a 
La. Grace. *Tis pity but your miſtreſs ſhould hear it. 

Man, Pity me, madam, when I marry the woman that 
won't hear it. „ 

La. Grace. I think, at leaſt, he cant ſay that's me. Aſide. 

Mau. And fo, my lord, by giving her more power than 
was needful, ſhe has none where ſhe wants it; having füch 
entire Poſſeſfon of you, ſhe 1s not miſtreſs of herfelf? And, 
mercy on us! how many Tine women's Reads have been 
turn' d- upon the ſame occaſion T | 

L. Tan. O Manly! 'tis too true! there's the ſource of 
my diſquie t; ſhe knows, and has abuſed her power! Nay, 
J. am fill ſo weak (with ſhame I ſpeak it) 'tis not an hour 
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ago thit, in the midit of my impatience——l[ gave her 
another bill of five hundred, to throw away. 

Man. Well my lord! to let you fee I am ſometimes 
upon the ſide of good-nature, I won't abſolutely blame you; 
for, the greater your indulgence, the more you have to 
reproach her with, | 

Ta. Grace. Ay, Mr. Manly! here now I begin to come 
in with you: who knows, my lord, you may have a good 
account of Four kindneſs ! | | 

Man, That, I am afraid, we had beſt not depend upon : 
but fince you have had ſo much patience, my lord, even 
go on with it a day or two more! and upon her Iadyſhip's 
next ſally, be a little rounder in your expoſtulation ; if 
that won't work drop her ſome cool hints of a ceter- 
mined reformation, - and leave her to breakfaſt upon 
*M. 

L, Town. You are perfectly right! how valuable is a 
friend, in our anxiety! *- 

Man. Therefore to divert that, my lord, I beg, for the 
preſent. we may call another cauſe, ow 8 
La. Grace. Ay! for goodneſs ſake, let's have done with 
this. | 

L. Town. With all my heart. 

La. Grace. Have you no n=ws abroad, Mr. Manly? 

Man. A propos I hive fome, madam; and 1 be- 
lieve, my lord, as extraordinary in its kind 

L. Town. Pray let's have it. 

Man. Do you Know, that your country netghFour, and 
my wiſe kinſman, Sir Francis Wronghez1, is coming to 
town with his whole family. 8 N 

L. Teaun. The fool! what can be his buſineſs here? 

Man. Oh ! of the laſt importance, Ill aſſure you ———o0 
No leſs than the buſineſs of the nation. 

L. Town. Explain ! CEN 
Man. He has carried his election —againſt Sir John 
Worthland. | 

L. Town. The deuce ! what! for——for 


Man, The famous borough of Guzzledown ! 
L. Town. A proper repreſentative, indeed. 
La. Grace. Pray, Mr. Manly, don't I know him? 
Man. You have dined with him, madam, when I was 
laſt down with my lord, at Bellmont. 
La. Grace. Was not that he that got a little merry before 
dinner, 
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dinner, and overfet the tea-table, in making his compli- 
ments to my lady ? 

Man, The tame. 

La. Grace, Pray, what are his circumſtances ? I know 
but very little of him. 

Man. Then he is worth your knowing, I can tell you, 
madam, His eſtate, it clear, [ believe might be a good 
two thouſand pounds a=year : though, as it Was left him 
ſaddled with to jointures, and two heavy mortgages upon 
it, there is no ſaying what it is But that he might be 
ſure never to mendit, he married a profuſe, young huſſy, 
for love, without ever a penny of money! Thus having, 
like his brave anceſtors, provided heirs for the family (for 
his dove breeds like a tame pigeon) he now finds children 
and intereſt money make ſuch a bawliag about his ears, 
that, at laſt, he has taken the friendly advice of his kinſ- 
man, the wood lord Danglecourt, to run his eſtate two 
thouſand pounds more in debr, to put the whole manages 


ment of what's left into Paul Piliage” s hands, that he may 


be at leiſure himſelf to retrieve his affairs, by being a pure 
lament man. 

L. Town, A moſt admirable ſcheme, indeed'! | 

Man. And with this politic proſpect, he's now upon his 
journey to London 

L. Town. What can it end in? . 

Man. Pooh! a journey into the country : again. 

L. Town. Do you think he'll flir *riil his money's gone? 
or at leaſt, 'till the ſeſſion's over ? 

Man. If my intelligence is right, my lord, he won't fit 
long enough to give his vote for a turnpike, 

L. Town. How ſo. 

Man. O! a bitter bufineſs he had ſcarce a vote, in the 
whole town, beſides the returning officer: Sir John will 
certainly have 1t heard at the bar of the houſe, and fend 
him about his buſineſs again. 

L. Town. Then he has made a fine buſineſs of it, indeed! 

Man, Which, as far as my litile intereſt will go, ſhall be 
done, in as few days as poſſible. 

La. Grace. But why would you ruin the poor gentle- 
man's fortune, Mr, Manly ? 

Man. No, Madam, I would only ſpoil his proj: ct to 
ſave his fortune. 


La. Grace, How are you concerned enough to do either? 


Mans 
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Man, Why I have ſome obligations to the fa- 

mily, madam: I enjoy at this time a pretty eftate, which 

vir Francis was heir at law to: but by his being 

a booby ; the laſt will of an obſtinate old uncle gave it me, 
| Enter a Servant. 

Serv. [To Manly.) Sir, here's one of your ſervants from 

your houſe defires to ſpeak with you. 

Man. WW yon give him leave to come in, my lord? 

I. Town. Sir —the ceremony 's of your own mak- 

Ing. : 

3 Enter Manly's Servant. 

Man, Well, James! what's the matter now? 

Jam. Sir, here's John Moody's juſt come to town ; he 

fays, Sir Francis and a!l the family will be here to night, 

and is in a great, hurry to ſpeak with you. 

Min, Where 1s he ? 

Jam. At our houſe, fir : he has been gaping and ſtump— 

ing about the ſtreets, in his dirty beots. and aſking every 

ene be meets, is they can tell him «here he may have a 

good lodging for a parliament man, till he can hire a hand- 

ſome whole houſe, fir for all his family, fr the wincer, 

Man. I am afraid, my lord, | muſt wait pon Mr. Moody. 

L. Town. Pr'ythee! let's have him here: he will divert 


us. 
Manu. O, my lord, he's ſuch a cub! Not but he's fa 
near common ſenſe, that he paſſes for a wit in the family. 
La. Grace. I beg of all things we may have him: I am 
in love with nature, let her dreſs be never ſo homely ! 
Man. Then defire him to come hither, James. 

[Exit James. 
La. Grace. Pray, what may be Mr. Moody's poſt ? 
Man. Oh! his maitre d' hotel, his butler, his bailif;, 
his hind, his huntſman; and ſometimes — his com- 
panion. ; 

L. Town. It runs in my head, that the moment this 
knight has ſet him don in the houſe. he will get up to give 
them the earhieſt proof of what nportance he is to the 
public, in is own country. 

Man. Ves, and when they ha ear him, he wil find, 
that his utmoſt importance ſta" valued at ſemetimes 
being invited to dinner. 

La. Grace. And her 1:.|ythip, I ſuppoſe, will make as 
conſiderable a figure, in her ſphere too. 


Max- 
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Man. That you may depend upon: for (if I dont miſ- 
take) ſhe has ten times more of the jade in her than ſhe yet 
knows of: and ſhe will fo improve in this rich ſoil, in a 
month, that ſhe will vifit all the ladies that will let her into 
their houſes: and run in debt to all the ſhop-kepeers that 
will let her into their books: in ſhort, before her impor- 
tant ſrouſe has made five pounds, by his eloquence at 
Weſtminſter, ſhe will have loſt five hundred at dice and 
quadrille, in the pariſh of St. James's. 

L. Town, So that, by the time he is declared unduly 
elected, a ſwarm of duns will be rtady for their money z 
and his worſhip will be reidy for a giol. : 

Man. Yes, yes, thatTI reckon,will cloſe the account of 
this - hopeful journey to London — zut ſee, here 
comes the fore-horſe of the team! 

Enter John Moody, 

Oh! haneſt John 

J. Mood. Ad's waunds, and heart! meaſter Manly ! I'm 
glad | ha* fund ye. Lawd! lawd! give me a buſs ! Why 
that's friendly naw ! fleſh! I thought we ſbFuld never ha' 
got hither! Well! and how d'ye do meaſter ? Good 
lack! I beg pardon for my bawldneſs I did not lee *at 
his honour was there. | | 

L. Town. Mr. Moody, your ſervant : I am glad to ſee 
you in London. I hope all the good family is well. 

F. Mood. Thanks be praiſed, your honour, they are all 
in pretty good heart; thot* we have had a power of crofles * 
upb' th? road. 

La. Grace, I hope my lady has had no hurt, Mr, 
Moody. 

7. Mood. Noa, and pleaſe your ladyſhip, ſhe was never 
in better humour: there's money enough ſtirring now. 

Man. What has been the matter, John ? 

F. Mood. Why, we came up, in fuch a hurry, you 
mun think, that our tackle was not ſo tight as it ſhould be. 

Mm. Come, tell us all —Piay how do they 
travel? 

J. Mood. Why, i'th' ould coach, meaſter: and 'cauſe 
my lady loves to do things handſome, to be ſure, ſhe would 
nave a couple of cart-horſes clapt to th? four ould geldings, 
that neighbours might ſee ſhe went up to London in her 
coach and fix! And fo Giles Joulter, the plowman, rides 


polilion! 
Nan, 
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Man, Very well! The journey ſets out as it ſhould do. 
[Aide] What, do they bring all the children with them 
too 

F. Mood. Noa, noa, only the younk ſquoire, and miſs 
Jenny. The other foive are all out at toard, at half a 
crown a head a week, with Joan Growſe, at Sinoak-Dung- 
hill farm. 

Man. Good again ! a right Engliſh academy for youn- 
ger children ! | | 

F. Mood. Anon, fir! Not underſtaniling hin, 

La. Grace. Poor ſouls ! What will become of 'em? 

J. Mood. Nay, nay, for that matter, madam, they are 
in very good hands: Joan loves *um, an as thof they were 
all her own : for ſhe was wet- nurſe to every mother's babe 
of um —— Ay, ay, they'll ne'er waut a belly full there! 

La. Grace. What ſimplicity! 

Man. The Lud 'a mercy upon all good folks! What 
* work will theſe people make! 

« | Holding up his hands? 

L. Town. And when do you expect them $4 John ? 

FJ. Mood. Why, we were in hopes to ha' come ee 
an' it had no' been, that th' ould wheaze belly horſe tired: 
and then we were fo cruelly loaden, that the two fore- Wheels 
came craſh! down at once, in Waggon- Rut Lane, and 
there we loſt four hours 'afore we could ſet things to rights 
again. 

NN So they bring all their baggage with the coach 
1 

J. Mood. Ay, ay, and good ſtore on't there is — Why, 
my lady's geer alone were as much as fill'd four portmantel 
trunks, beſide the great deal box, that heavy Ralph and 
the monkey ſit upon behind. 

L. Town. La. Grace, and Man. Ha! ha! ha! 

La. Grace, Well, Mr. Moody, and pray how many are 
they within the coach ? : 

F. Mood. Why, there's my lady, and his worſhip ; and 
the younk ſquoire, and miſs Jenny, and the fat lap-dog, 
and my lady's maid, Mrs. Handy, and Doll Tripe the 
cook, that's all Only Doll puked a little with riding 
backwards, ſo they hoiſted her into the coach box and 
then her ſtomach was caſy. 

La. Grace, Oh! I ſee em! 1 ſee em go by me. Ah! 

1 [ Laughinge 
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7. Mood. Then you mun think, meaſter, there was ſome 
dosage for th' belly, as well as th* back too: childer are 
pt to be famiſit upo? th* road; ſo we had ſuch cargoes of 
\umb-cake, and baſkets of tongues, and biſcuits, and 
heeſe, and cold boil'd beef-— And then, in caſe 
f ſickneſs, bottles of cherry-brandy, plague-water, ſick, 
ent, and ſtrong beer ſo plenty as made the ould coach crack 
gain! Mercy upon them! and ſend 'em all well to town, 
lay. 

ar. Ay! And well out on't again, John. 

J. Mood. Ods bud! meaſter, you're a wiſe mon; and 
or that matter, fo am I Whoam's, whoam, I ſay: 
m ſure we ha? got but little good, e'er fin? we turn'd our 
backs on't, Nothing but miſchief ! Some devil's tricks or 
ther plagued us, awth' dey lung! Crack! goes one thing: 
bawnce! goes another. Woa! ſays Roger Then 
owſe ! we are all ſet faſt in a ſlough. Whaw! cries miſs ! 
ream go the maids ! and baul, juſt an' thof' they were 
wuck! And ſo mercy on us! this was the trade from morn» 
ng to night, But my lady was in ſuch murrain haſte te 
he here, that ſet out ſhe would, thot* I tould her, it was 
lilderm .\s Day. 

Man. Theſe ladies, theſe ladies, John 
F. Mood. Ah, meaſter! I ha' ſeen a little of 'em; and 
find that the beſt when ſhe's mended, won't ha? 
nuch goodneſs to ſpare. 

L. Town, Well ſaid, John. Ha! ha! 

— hope, at leaſt, you and your good woman agree 
ln. 

J. Mad. Ay! ay! much of a muchneſs. Bridget 
nicks to me: tho? as for her goodneſs why ſhe 
as willing to come to London too — But hawld a bit! 
do, noa, fays I, there may be miſchief enough done, 
mhout you, 

Man. Why that was bravely ſpoken, John, and like a 
an, 

. Mood. Ah, weaſt heart! were meaſter but hawf the 
on that I am Ods wookers ! thof* he'll ſpeak 
awtly too ſometimes but then he conno* hawld it 

no! he conno' hawld it. 

L. Town. La. Grace, and Man. Ha! ha! ha! 

J. Mood. Ods fleſh ! But I mun hye me whoam ! th“ 
ach will be coming every hour nay——but meaſter 

charged 


A 
. 


—— ä 


— - 


3 — —— _ 7, 7 ů — ˙ꝓ— 


+ 4» —— 6, 


20 THE PROVOKED HUSBAND; Or, 


charged me to find your wort):'p out; for he has bizey 
buſineſs with you; and will certainly wait upon you, by 
that time he enn put on a clear nec! -loth, 

Man. O John! I'll wait upon him, 

F. M d. Why you wonno' be ſo koind, wull ye? 

Mun. If you'll tell me where yua lodge. 

J. Moo. Juſt i'th' ſtreet next to where your worl''z 
dwells, the ſign of the Golden Ball— it's gold 
over; where they fel! ribbands, and flappits, and er 
fort of geer for gentlewomen, 

Man. A millener's ? 

J. Mod. Ay, ay - one Mrs, Motherly : Waunds ! ſhe 
has a couple of clever girls there a ſtitching i'th' fore room, 

Man. Yes, yes, ſhe is a woman of good buſineſs, ng 
doubt on't Who recommended that houſe to ou, 

ohn? | | 

J. Mood. The greateſt good fortune in the world, ſure! 
For as I was gaping about ſtreets, who ſhould look ont of 
the window there, but the fine gentleman, that was always 
riding by our coach fide, at York races Count — 
Count Baflet ; ay, that's he. 

Man Baſſet ? Oh, I remember? I know him by ficht. 
J. Mood. Well! to be ſure, as civil a gentleman, te 
ſee to | 

Man. As any ſharper in town. [ Afide 

F. Mood. At York, he uſed to breakfaſt with my lad) 
every morning. | 

Man. Yes, yes, and I ſuppoſe her ladyſhip will return 
his compliment here in town, [Aide 

J. Mood. Well, meaſter 

L. Town, My ſervice to Sir Francis, and my lady 

ohn. 

J La. Grace. And mine, pray, Mr. Moody, 

J. Mood. Ah, your honours ; they'll be proud on't, | 
dare ſay. | | 

Man. III bring my compliments myſelf : So, hone! 


ohn 
J J. Mood. Dear meaſter Monly ! the goodneſs of good 
neſs bleſs and preſerve you. [Exit J. Moody 


L. Town, What a natural creature tis! : 
La. Grace. Well! I can't but think John, in a vi 
afternoon in the country, mult be very good N 
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L. T:xvn. Ol the tramontane ! If this were known at half 
y the quadrille-tables in town, they would lay down their 
cards to laugh at you. 

La. Grace. And the minute they took them up again 
they would do the ſame at the loſers -——— But to let you 
ſce, that I think good company may ſometimes want cards, 
to keep them together, what think you, if we three fat 
ſoberly down, to kill an hour at ombre ? 

Man. I ſhall be too hard for you, madam, 

La. Grace, No matter! I ſhall have as much advantage 
of my lord, as you have of me. 
ſhe L Town, Say you ſo, madam? Have at you then! 
om. Here! Get the ombre-table, and cards. 

0 [Exit Lord Townly. 

La. Grace, Come, Mr, Manly I kno.v you don't 
forgive me now? 

Man. I don't know whether I ought to forgive your 
inking ſo, madam ;: Where do you imagine I could paſs 
my time fo agreeably ? 

La. Grace, I'm ſorry my Lord is not here to take his 

| ſhare of the compliment But he'll wonder what's 


2 - 
C4 v . 
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ht. become of us! 

n, {6 Man. I'll follow in a moment, madam ——-[ Exit Las. 
Grace, ]—It muſt be ſo——She ſees, I love her——Yet 

id with what unoffending deccncy ſhe avoids in explanation! 


daa How amiable is every hour of her conduct! What a vile 
| opinion have I had of the whole tex for theſe ten vears paſt, 
eo vw hich this ſenſible creature has recover'd in leſs than one! 
_Ajude Such a companion, ſure. might compenſate all the irkſome 
dy «:lappointments, that pride, tolly, and falſhood ever gave 
a0. me! 
Could women regulate, like her, their lives, 
What Haly con days were in the gift of wives! 
Vain rovers, then, might envy, what they hate; 
And only fools would mock the married ſtate. [ Exit. 
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ACT II. SCENE Mrs. Motherly's Houſe. 


Euter Count Baſſet and Mrs, Motherly. 


C. Baſs J Tell you there is not ſuch a family in England, 
| I for you! Do you think I would have gone * 
0 


— L 8 — —_ « 
- w..4 , 4 , 
oy 


22 THE PROVOKED HUSBAND; Or, 


of your lodgings for any body, that was not ſure to make 
you caſy for the winter? 

Moth, Nay, I ſec nothing againſt it, Sir, but the gen- 
tleman's being a parliament-man; and when people may, 
as it were, think one impertinent, or be out of humour, 
you know, when a body comes to aſk- for one's own 

C. Baſ. Pſhah ! Pr'ythee never trouble thy head 
His pay is as good as the Bank! - Why he has about two 
thouſand pounds a year. 

Moth. Alas-a-day ! that's nothing: you people of ten 
thouſand a year have ten thouſand things to do with it. 

C. Baſ. Nay, if you are afraid of being out of your 
money; what do you think of going a little with me, Mrs. 
Motherly, , 

Moth. As how ? 

C. Baſ. Why I have a game in my hand, in which if 
you'll croup me, that is, help me to play it, you ſhall go 
five hundred to nothing, 


Moth. Say you io? — Why then I go, Sir But 
here comes niece | ſhall we let her into the ſecret ? 
C. Baſ. enough ! may be I may touch upon it. 


Enter Myrtilla. 
Meth. So niece, arc all the rooms done out, and the 
beds ſheeted ? 

Myr. Yes, madam ; but Mr. Moody tells us the lady 
always burns wax in her own chamber, and, e have none 
in the houſe, | 

Moth. Odſo ! then I muſt beg your pardon, Count; 
this is a buſy time, you know. [Exit Mrs, Motherly. 

C. Baſ. Myrtilla ! how doſt thou do, child ? 

Myr. As well as a lofing gameſter can, 

C. Baſ. Why, what have you loſt? 

Myr. What I ſhall never recover; and what's worſe, 
you that have won it don't ſeem to be much the better for't. 

C. Baſ. Why, child, doſt thou ever ſee any body 
overjoy d for winning a deep ſtake, fix months after its 
over? 2 

Myr. Would I had never play'd for it ! 

C. Ba/. Plhah ! hang theſe melancholy thoughts! we 
may be friends ſtill, . 

Myr. Dull ones. | | 


C. Baſ. Uſeful ones, perhaps ſuppoſe I ſhould help 
Myr, 


thee to a good huſband 2 
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Myr. I ſuppoſe you'll think any one good enough, tha 
will take me off o' your hands. 

C. Baj. What do you think of the young countr 
\quire, the heir of the family that's coming to lodge here 

Myr. How ſhould TI know what to think of him * 

C. Baſ. Nay, | only give you the hint, child; it ma 
be worth your while, at leaſt, to look about you 
Hark ! what bufti-*s that without? 

Enter Mrs. Motherly, in haſte. 

Moth. Sir ! Sir ! the gentleman's coach is at the door 
they are all come | 

C. Baſ. What, already? _. . 

Moth. They are juſt getting out - won't you ſtep, an 
lead in my lady? Do you be in the way, niece! I mu 
run and receive them. Exit Mrs. Motherl; 

C. Baſ. And think of what I told you. (Exit Coun 

Myr. Ay | ay ! you have left me enough to think o 
as long as I live | 
Mrs, Motherly returns, /hewing in Lady Wronghead led“ 

Count Baſſet. 

Moth. If your ladyſhip pleaſes to walk into this parlou 
madam, only for the preſent, 'till your ſervants have ge 
all your things in. | 

La. Wrong. Well! dear fir, this is ſo infinitely obligin 
I proteſt it gives me pain tho', to turn you out of yo 
lodging thus The, 

C. Baſ/. No trouble in the leaſt, madam ; we ſingle fe 
lows ate ſoon moved: beſides, Mrs. Motherly's my o 
acquaintance, and I could not be her hinderance. 

Moth, The Count is fo well bred, madam, I dare fay |] 
would do agreat deal more to accommodate your ladyſhip. 

La. Wrong. O dear madam -A good well-bred fort 
a woman, [Abart to the Com 

C. Baſ. O, madam, ſhe is very much among people 
quality,; ſhe is ſeldom without them in her houſe. 

La. Wrong. Are there a good many people of quality 
this ſtreet, Mrs, Motherly s 

Moth. Now your ladyſhip is here, madam, I don't b 
lieve there is a houſe without them. | 

La. Mrong. I am mighty glad of that! for really I thi 
1 of quality ſhould always live among one another. 

Baſ. *Tis what one would chuſe, indeed, madam. 
| La. Wro: 
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La. Wrong, Bleſs me! but where are the children ll 
this while ? | 
| Va th. Sir Francis, madam, I believe, is taking care of 
them. 
Fir Fran. [within] John Moody ! ſtay you Ly the-coach, 
and ſee all our things out Come, children, 
Meth, Here they are, madam, 
Enter Sir Francis, Squire Richard, and Miſs Jenny, 
* Well, Count ! I mun ſay At, this wes Koind, 
ccd! 
C. Baſ. Sir Francis! give me leave to bid you welcome 
to London, 
Sir Fran. Pſhah ! how doſt do mon=— Waunds, I'm 
glad to ſee thee ! A good ſort of a houſe this! 
C. Baſ. Is not that Maſter Richard? 
Sir Fran, Ey! Ey! that's young hopeful=———why 
doſt not baw, Dick? 
edu. Rich, So J do, feyther. | 
C. Baſe Sir, Iam glad to fee you I proteſt Mrs. 
Tane is grown ſo, I fhould not have known her, 
Sir Fran. Come forward, Jenny. | | 
Jenny. Sure, papa, do you think I don't know how tv 
behave myſelf ? F 
C. Be. If I have permiſſion to approach her, 88. 
Prancis— | 
J. Lord, fir, Tam in ſuch a frightful 92 
. > , aue. 
Ci. Baſ. Every dreſs that's proper muſt become you, 
madam you have been a long journey. 
Fenm. T hope you'll ſee me in better, to-morrow, ſir. 
ny P 
(La. Wrong. whiſpers Mrs. Moth. pointing to Myrt. 
« Moth. Only a niece of mine, madam, that lives wit! 
(Be: ſhe will be proud to give your ladyſhip any aſſiſtance, 
in her power. 
La. Wrong, A pretty ſort of a young woman —— Jenny, 
Fou two mult be acquainted, 
Fennv. O. mama! I am never ſtrange in a ſtrange place 
1 [ Salutes Myrtilla. 
© Myr. You do me a great deal of honour, madam 
Madam, your ladyſhip's welcome to London. 
Jenny. Mama! I like her prodigiouſly ! ſhe call'd me, 
y ladyſhip. 


Su. Rich, 
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"$74. Rich, Pray, moather, maun't I be acquainted with 
her too ! 

Le. Mrong. You! you clown! ſtay 'till you learn a 
little more breeding firſt. 

Hir Fran, Od's-heart ! my lady Wronghead ! why de 
you baulk the lad ? how ſhould he ever learn breeding, 
if he does not put himſelf forward? 

Seu. Rich. Why ay, feather, does moather think 'at 
I'd be uncivil to her ? 

Myr. Maſter has ſo much good-humour, madam, he 
would ſoon gain upon any body, [He kiſſes Myr. 

Seu. Rich, Lo'you theere moather : and yow would 
but be quiet, ſhe and I ſhould do well enough. 

Ja. Wrong, Why how now, ſirrah! Boys muſt not be 
ſo familiar, 

yu. Rich. Why, an I know nobody, haw the mur- 
rain mun I paſs my time here, in a ſtrange place ? Naw 
you, and I, and ſiſter, forſooth, ſometimes, in an after» 
noon, may play at one-and-thirty bone-ace, purely. 

Jenny. Speak for yourſelf, fir |! d'ye think I play at 
ſuch clowniſh games ? 

zu. Rich. Why and you woan't, yo? ma? let it aloane ; 
then ſhe, and I, may hap, will have a bawt at all-fours, 
without you. 

Sir Frau. Noa! noa! Dick, that won't do neither; 
you mun learn to make one at ombre, here, child. 

Myr. If maſter pleaſes, I'll ſhew it him. 

Sou. Rich. What! th' Humber! Hoy-day! why does 
our river run to this tawn, feyther ? 

Hr. Fran. Pooh! you filly tony! Ombre is a geam at 
cards, that the better ſort of people play three together at. 

gu. Rich, Nay the moare the merrier, I ſay ; but 
ſiſter is always ſo croſs-grain*d 


Jenny. Lord! this boy is enough to deaf people—and . 


one has really. been ſtuff'd up in a coach ſo long, that 

Pray, madam could not I get a little powder for 

my hair? 4 
Myr. If you pleaſe to come along with me, madam. 

[ Excunt. Myrtilla and Jenny. 

Su. Rich, What, has ſiſter ta'en her away naw ! — 

Ill go, and have a little game with *em. [ Exit after em. 


La. Wrons, Well, Count, I hope you won't ſo far 1 
change your lodgings, but you will come, and be at home 
here ſometimes ? B | S 


a © * 


— 
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Sir Fran. Ay, ay, pr'ythee come and take a bit of 

— with us, naw and tan, when thou'ſt now ght to 

C. Baf. Well, Sir Francis, you ſhall find I'll make but 

very little ceremony. 

Sir Fran, Why ay naw, that's hearty ! 

Moth. Will your I:dyſhip pleaſe to refreſh yourſelf with 

a — of tea, after your fatigue ? I think I have pretty 
ood, 

n La. Wrong. If you pleaſe Mrs. Motherly ; but I be- 

lieve we had beſt have it above ſtairs. 

Moth. Very well, madam : it ſhall be ready im- 
mediately. Lit Mrs. Motherly, 

La. Wrong. Won't you walk up, fir ? 

Sir Fran, Moody | | 

C. Ba/. Shan't we ſtay for Sir Francis, madam ! 

La. Wrong. Lard! don't mind him! he will come, 

if he likes it, 

Sir Fran, Ay, ay, ne'er heed me — l ha' things to 

look after. [Exit Lady Wronghead, and Count Baſſet. 

Enter John Moody. 

J. Mood. Did your worſhip want muh? 

Sir Frav. Ay, is the coach clear'd ? and all our things 

in? 


Mood. Aw but a few bandboxes, and the nook that's 
left o'th' gooſe poy — But a pligue on him, th' monkey 
has gin us the ſlip, I think — 1 ſuppoſe he's goan to ſee 
his relations ; for here looks to be a power of *um in this 
tawn but heavy Ralph is ſk2wer'd after him. 
Sir Fran. Why let him go to the devil! no matter and 
the hawnds had had him a month agoe but I wiſh 
the coach and horſes were got ſafe to th' inn! This is a 
| ſharp tawn, we mun look : pe us here, John, therefore 
I would have you goa alung with Roger, and ſee that no 
body runs away with them before they get to the ſtable. 
J. Mo. Alas a day, fir; I believe our ould cattle 
woant yeaſily be run away with to- night but howſomd- 
ever, we'ſt ta' the beſt care we can of *um poor ſawls. 
Sir Fran, Well, well ; make haſte then 
[Moody goes ont, and returns. 
F. Mood. Od's-fleſh; here's meaſter Monly come to 
wait upo' your worſhip ! 
Dir N Wheere is he? 


F. Moad. 
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F. Mood. Juſt coming in, at threſhould. 
Sir Fran. Then goa about your buſineſs. 
[Exit Moody. 

Enter Manly. 

Couſin Monly ! fir, I am your very humble ſervant. 

Man. I heard you were come, Sir Francis 
and 

ir Fran, Od's heart; this was ſo kindly done of you, 
naw. 

Man. I wiſh you may think it ſo, couſin ! for I confeſs, 
I ſhould have been better pleaſed to have ſeen you in any 
other place. 

Sir Fran. How ſoa, fir ? 

Man. Nay, 'tis for your own ſake ; U'm not concern'd. 

Sir Fran, Look you, coulin ! thof' I know you wiſh me 
well; yet I don't queſtion I ſhall give you ſuch weighty 
reaſons for what I have done, that you will ſay, fr, this 
is the wiſeſt journey that ever I made in my life. 

Man. I think it ought to be, couſin; for 1 believe, you 
will find it the moſt A one —— your election 
did not coſt you a trifle, I ſuppoſe. | 

Sir Fran. Why ay! it's true! That —that did 
lick a little ; but if man's wiſe, (and I han't fawnd yet 
that I'm a fool) there are ways, couſin, to lick one's ſelf 
whole again. 

Mau. Nay, if you have that ſecret 

Sir Frau. Don't you be fearful, couſin——yow'll find 
that I know ſomething. IT 

Man. If it be any thing for your good, I ſhould be glad 
to know it too. 

Sir Fran, In ſhort then, I have a friend in a corner, 
that has let me a liitle into what's what, at Weſtminſter 
that's one thing! 

Mun. AD Au ! but what good 1s that to do you ? 

Sir Fan. Why not me, as much as it does other folks? 

Mar. Other people, I doubt, have the advantage of 
different qualifications, N 

Sir Frau. Why ay! there's it naw! you'll ſay that 1 
have lived all my days i th' country —-— what then I'm 
o'th* Quorum —— I have been at ſeſſions, and I have 
made ſpeeches theere ! J. and at veſtry too — and 
mayhap they may find here, that J have brought 
my tongue up to town with me! D'ye take me, naw $ 


B 2 Man. 


0 
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Man, If I take your caſe right, couſin, I am afraid the 
firſt occahon you will have for your eloquence here, will 
be, to ſhew that you have any right to make uſe of it at all, 

Sir Fran, How d*ye mean? 

Mar. That Sir John Worthland has lodged a petition 
againſt you. 

Sir Fran. Petition! wby ay! there let it lie — we'll 
find away to deal with that, I warrant you ! - why you 
forget, couſin, . o*th* wrung ſide, mon! 

au. I doubt, Sir Francis, that will do you but little 
ſervice ; for in caſes very notorious (which I take yours 
to be) there is ſuch a thing as a ſhort day, and diſpatch- 
Ing them immediately. 
Sir Fran, With all my heart! the ſooner I ſend him 


home again the better. 
Man. And this is the ſcheme you have laid down, to 


repair your fortune ? 

Sir Fran. In one word, couſin, I think it my duty! 
the Wrongheads have been a conſiderable family, ever 
ſince England was England; and fince the world knows [ 
have talents wherewithal, they ſhan't ſay it's my fault, if 
J don't make as good a figure as any that ever were at 
the head on't. 0 

Man. Nay ! this project, as 5 have laid it, will 
come up to any thing your anceſtors have done theſe five 
hundred years. 

Fir Fran. And let me alone to work it! mayhap I 
hav'n't told you all, neither. — 
Manu. You afloniſh me! what! and is it full as prac- 
ticable as what you have told me ! 
Tir Fran. Ay, thof' 1 ſay it— every, whit, couſin, you'll 
find that J have more irons i'th' fire than one! I doan't 
come of a fool's errand ! 


Man. Very well. 


Sir Fran. In a word, my wife has got a friend at court, 
as well as myſelf, and her dowghter Jenny is naw pretty 


well grown up . 
Man. [ Af] — And what in the devil's name would he 


do with the dowdy ? : 
Sr Fran. Naw, if I doan't lay in for a huſband for her, 


mayhap i'this tawn ſhe may be looking out for herſelf. - 


Mau. Not unlikely. 
Sir Fran. Therefore 1 have ſome thoughts of getting 


her to be maid of honour, Man. 
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Man. [ Aſide.] Oh! he has taken my breath away! but 
I muſt hear him out. — Pray, Sir Francis, do you think 
her education has yet qualified her for a court ? 

Sir Fran. Why, the girl is a little too mettleſome, it's 
true: but ſhe has tongue enough : ſhe woant be daſht! 
Then ſhe ſhalt tearffo daunce forthwith, and that will 
ſoon teach her haw to ſtond ſtill, you know. 

Man, Very well; bit when The is thus accompliſht, 
you muſt ſtill wait for a vacancy. 

dir Fran. Why I hope one has a good chance for that 
every diy, couſin ! For if 1 take it right, that's a poſt, 
that folks are not more willing to get into, than they are 
to get out of—it's like an orange tree, upon that accawnt 
— it will bear blofloms, and fruit that's ready to drop, 
at the ſame time. 

Mar. Well, fir, you beſt know how to make good your 
pretenſions ! But pray where is my lady, and my young 
couſins ? I ſhonld be glad to ſce them too. 

Sir Fran, She is but juſt taking a diſh of tea with the 
Count, and my landlady—— I'll call her dawn. 

Man. No, no, if ſhe's engaged, I ſhall call again. 

Sir Fran. Od*s-heart ! but you mun fee hernaw, confing 
what! the beſt friend I have in the world ! -=—— Here? 
ſweetheart ! [/ a Servant without.) priythee defire my 
lady, and the gentleman, to come down a bit; tell hen, 
here's couſin Manly come to wait upon her. yy 

Man. Pray, fir, who-may the gentleman be? 

Sir Fran. You mun know him, to be ſure ; why it's 
Count Baſſet. 4 
Man. Oh l is it he? 

happy in his acquaintance. 

Sir Fran. Troth ! I think ſo too: he's the civileſt man 
that ever I knew in my life —— why ! here he would go 
out of his own lodging, at an how”*s warning, purely to 
oblige my family. Wasn't that kind naw ? $24 

Man, Extremely civil The tamily isi n admirable 
hands already! [ #fides 

Sir Fran. 'Then my lady likes him hugely all the 
time of York races, ſhe would nev 1 be withaut him, 

Man. That was happy indeed! and a prudent man, 

ou know, ſhould always take care that his wife may have 
innocent company. | 

Sir Frau. Why ay! that's it! and I think there could 
not be ſuch another! B 3 Mai, 


Your family will be infinitely 


* 
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Man. Why truly, for her purpoſe, I think not. 

dir Fran. Only naw and tan, he- he ftonds a leetle toe 
much upon ceremony ;; that's his fault. 

Man. O never fear! he'll mend that every day— Mercy 
on us! what a head he has! LA ide. 

Sir Fran. So! here they come! 


Enter Lady Wrongbead, Count Baſſet, and Mrs. 
Motherly. © 


La. Vrong. Couſin Manly! this is infinitely obliging ! 
I am extremely glad to ſee you. | 

Man. Your moit obedient ſervant, madam ; 41 am glad 
to ſee your ladyſhip look ſo well, after your journey. 

La. Wrong. Why really ! coming to London is apt to 
put a little more life in one's looks. 

Man. Yet the way of living here, is very apt to deaden 
the complexion and give me leave to tell you, as a friend, 
madam, you are come to the worſt place in the world, for 
a good woman to grow better in, 

La. Wrong. Lord, couſin! how ſhould people ever 
make any figure in hfe, that are always moped up in the 
country ? 

C. Baſ. Your ladyſhip certainly takes the thing is a 
quite right light, madam, Mr. Manly, your humble 
lervant a-hem. 

Man. Familiar puppy! [He.] Sir, your moſt obedient 
| muſt be civil to the raſcal, to cover my ſuſpicion 
of him, [ Ade. 

C. Ba/. Was you at White's this morning, fir? 

Man. Yes, fir, I uſt call'd in. 

C. Ba/. Pray---what---was there any thing done there? 

Man. Much as uſual, fir ; the ſame daily carcaſes, and 
the ſame crows about them. | 

C. Baſ. The Demoivre Baronet had a bloody tumble, 
yeſterday. : 

Man. I hope, fir, you had your ſhare of him? 

C. Baſ. No faith! i came in when it was all over -I 
think Ijuſt made a couple of betts with him, took wp a 
cool hundred, and ſo went to the King's Arms. 

La. Wrong. What a genteel, eaſy manner he has! 
A Ajde. 
Man. A very hopeful acquaintance I have made here ! 
[ 1!/{de. 

Euter 
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Enter Squire Richard, with a wet brown paper on his face. 

Sir Fran, How naw, Dick! what's the matter with thy 
forehead, lad ? 

J. Rich, I ha getten a knuck upon't. ; 

La. Wrong, And how did you come by it, you heedlets 
creature ? | 

'Squ. Rich, Why I was but running after ſiſter, and 
t'other young woman, into a little room juſt naw ; and 
ſo with that, they flapt the door full in my feace, and 
gave me ſuch a whurr here I thowght they had 
beaten my brains out ! ſo I gut a dab of wet brown paper 
here, to twage it a while, 

La. Wrong. They ſerved you right enough! will you 
never have done with your horſe-plav ? 

Sir Fran, Pooh! never heed it, lad! it will be well by 
to-morrow —the boy has a ſtrong head! 

Man. Yes, truly, his {kull ſeems to be of a comfortable 
thickneſs, [ Aſides 

Sir Fran. Come, Dick, here's coutin Manly---Sir, this 
is your god-ſon. 

Su. Kich, Honour'd gudfeyther ! I crave leave to aſk 
your bleſſing. | 

Man. Thou haſt it, child — and if it will do thee any 
good, may it be to make thee, at leaſt, as wiſe a man as 
thy father. 

La. Wrong. Oh ! here's my daughter too. 

Enter Miſs Jenny. 

7 Wrong. Miſs Jenny! don't you ſee your couſin, 
ehild? 

Man. And for thee, my pretty dear—[ Salutes hen.] 
may*it thou be, at leaſt, as good a woman as thy mother. 

Fenny, | wiſh I may ever be ſo handiome, hr. 


Man. Hah! miſs tert ! Now that's a bought, that 
ſeems to have been hatcht in the girl on this kde ig gate, 
| ſt, 7. 


Sir Fren, Her tongue is a little nimble, fir. 

La. Wrong. That's only from her conntry education, 
Sit Francis. You know ſhe has been kept th long there 
—— ſo I brought her to London, fir, to learn a liticls 
more reſe ve and modeſty. x 

Man. O, the beſt place in the world for it——every 
woman ſhe meets will teach her ſomething of it.— I here's 
the good gentlewoman of the houſe, looks like a knowing 


B 4 | perſon ; 
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perſon ; even ſhe perhaps will be ſo good as to ſhew her 
a little London behaviour. 

Moth. Alas, fir, miſs won't ſtand long in need of my 
inſtructions, 

Man. That I dare ſay ; what thou canſt teach her, ſhe 
will foon be miſtreſs of. [ Afide. 
Moth. If ſhe does, fir, they ſhall always be at her ſer- 
vice. 

La Wrong, Very obliging indeed, Mrs. Motherly, 

Sir Fran, Very kind, and civil, truly---I think we are 
got into a mighty good hawlſe here, 

Man. O yes, and very friendly company. 

C. Baſ. Humh! I' gad 1 don't like his looks---he 
ſeems. a little ſmoaky | believe I had as good bruſh 
off —— If I ſtay, 1 don't know but he may alk me ſome ' 
odd queſtions, [ 4/ides 


Man, Well, fir, I believe you and I do but hinder the 
family 
C. Baſ. It's very true, Sir I was juſt thinking of 


going He don't care to leave me, I fee : but it's no 
matter, we have time enough. [Ad.] And ſo, ladies, 
without ceremony, your humble ſervant, 

| [Exit Count Baſſet, and drops a letter. 
La. Wrong. Ha! what paper's this? Some billetdoux, 
I'll lay my life; but this is no place to examine it. 

[ Puts it in her pocket, 

Sir Fran, Why in ſuch haſte, couſin ? 
Man. O] my lady muſt have a great many affairs upon 
her hands, after ſuch a journey. 
La, Wrong. I believe, fir, I ſhall not have much leſs 
every day, while I ſtay in this town, of one ſort or other. 
Man. Why truly, ladies ſeldom want employment here, 
madam. 
Jenn. And mama did not come to it to be idle, fir. 
Man. Nor you neither, I dare ſay, my young miltreſs. 
Jenny, I hope not, fir. 
Man. Ha! Miſs Mettle ! 


going, fir ? 


Where are you 


Sir Fran, Only to ſee you to th' door, fir. 

Man. Oh ! Sir Francis, I love to come and go, without 
ceremony. 

Sir Fran, Nay, ſir, I muſt do as you will have me-—- 
Your humble ſervant. [ Exit Manly. 
Jus. 
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Penny. This coufin Manly, papa, ſeems to be but of an 

odd ſort of a cruſty humour—— 1 don't hke him halt fo 

well as the Count, 

Ser Fran. Pooh ! that's another thing, child —— Couſin 
is a little proud indeed! but however you muſt always be 
civil to him, for he has a deal of money ; and no body 
knows who he may give it to. | | 

La. Wrong. Plhah ! a fig for his money! you have ſo 
many projects of late about money, lince you are a parlia- 
ment-man : what! we muſt make ourſelves ſlaves to his 
impertinent humours, eight or ten years perhaps, in 
hopes to be his heirs ; and then he will be juſt old enough 
to marry his maid. 

Moth. Nay, for that matter, madam, the town ſays 
he is going to be married altogether. 

Sir Fran. Who? couſin Manly? 

La. Wreng. To whom, pray? 

Moth. Why, is it poſſible your ladyſhip ſhould know 
nothing of it ? to my Lord Townly's ſiſter, Lady: 
Grace, b | 

La. Wrong. Lady Grace! 

Moth. Dear madam, it has been in the news-papers ! 

La. Wrong. I don't like that neither. 

Sir Fran, Naw, Ido; for then it's likely it mayn't be: 
true, | 
La. Wrong. ( Afide.] If it is not too far gone, at leaſt 
it may be worth one's while to throw a rub in his way. 

* Rich. Pray, feyther, haw lung will it be to ſup- 

er! 
Sir Fran, Odſo! that's true ! “ ſtep to the cook, ladz. 
and afk what ſhe can get us. 

* Moth, If you pleaſe, fir, I'll order one of my maids to- 
* ſhew her where ſhe may have any thing you have a mind. 
© to, | 

* Sir Fran. Thank you kindly, Mrs. Motherly. 

u. Rich. Od's-fleſh ! what is not it i'th' hawſe yet: 
* ——[ ſhall be famiſht but hould! I'll go and! 
* aſk Doll, an there's none o'th' gouſe poy left. ; 

Li Fran, Do ſo; and doeſt hear, Dick ſee if 
© there's e*er a bottle o'th' ſtrung beer that came i'thꝰ 
coach with us if there be, clap. a toaſt in it, and 
bring it up. | 

Sd. Rich, With a little nutmeg, and ſugar, ſſiawnit 
I feyther'? 3. * Sir Fran. 
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* Sir Fran, Ay! ay! as thee and I always drink it for 
© breakfaſt——=Go thy ways !—-and Pl fill a pipe i'th' 
mean while. [Takes one from a pocket-caſe, and fills it.) 

; [Ex. *Squire Richard, 

La. Wrong. This boy is always thinking of his belly! 
Sir Fran. Why, my dear, you may allow him to be 
a little hungry after his journey. 
* La. Wrong. Nay, ev'n breed him your own way--- 
He has been cramming in or out the coach all this day, 
I am ſure—---1 wiſh my poor gitl could eat a quarter as 
much. 

FJeniy. O for that I could eat a great deal more, 
* mama; but then mayhap, I ſhould grow coarſe, like 
© him, and ſpoil my ſhape. 

* La. Wrong. Ay ſo thou would'ſt, my dear. 

nir *Squire Richard, with a full tankard. 

* *$;u, Rich. Here, feyther, I ha' browght it it's 
© well I went as I did ; for our Doll had juſt baked a 
* toaſt, and was going to drink it herſelf. 

* Sir Frau. Why then, here's to thee, Dick! [ Drink;, 

Su. Rich. Thonk yow, feyther. 

La. Wrong. Lord! Sir Francis! I wender you can 
© encourage the boy to ſwill ſo much of that lubberly 
$ lIiquor--—1t's enough to make him quite ſtupid, 

* *$:u, Rich. Why, it niver hurts me,, mother; and I 
« ſleep like a hawnd after it. [ Drinks, 

« Sir Frau. I am ſure I ha' drunk it theſe thirty years, 
and by your leave, madam, I don't know that I want 
© wit: ha! ha! 

Jen y. But you might have had a great deal more, 
papa, if you would have been govern'd by my mother. 

Sir Fran. Dowghter ! he that is govern'd by his wife, 
has no wit at all. 

Jenny. Then I hope I ſhall marry a fool, fir; for 1 
love to govern dearly. 

« Sir Fran. You are too pert, child; it don't do well 
* in a young woman. | 

* La. Wrong. Pray, Sir Francis, don't ſnub her; ſhe 
has a fine growing ſpirit, and if you check her ſo, you 
« will make her as dull as her brother there. 

* *Sou. Rich. [Aster a long draugbt. ] Indeed, moather, 
I think my ſiſter is too forward. | 


Fenm . 
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© Penny. You! you think I'm too forward! ſure ! 
brother mud! your head's too heavy to think of any 
« thing but your belly. 

* La. Wrong, Well ſaid, miſs; he's none of your 
© maſter, tho“ he is your elder brother. 

. Rich. No, nor the ſhawn't be my miſtreſs, 
« while ſhe's younger ſiſter. 

« Sir Fran. Well ſaid, Dick: ſhew 'em that ſtawt 
liquor makes a ſtawt heart, lad! ; 

Su. Rich, So I wull! and Il drink ageen for all 
© her! [ Drinks.” 

Enter John Moody. 

Sir Fran. So, John! how are the horſes ? 

F. Mood. Troth, fir, I ha' noa good opinion o' this 
tawn ; it's made up o' miſchief, I think. 

Sir Fran, What's the matter naw ? | 

J. Mood. Why, Ill tell your worſhip——before we 
were gotten to th” ſtreet end with the coach here, a great 
luggerhead cart, with wheels as thick as a brick wall, 
laid hawld on't, and has poo'd it aw to bits; crack! went 
the perch ! down goes the coach! and whang ! ſays the 
glaſſes, all to ſhivers ! Marcy upon us! and this be Lon- 
don! would we were aw weell rth* country ageen |! 

Fenny, What have you to do, to wiſh us all in the coun» 
try again, Mr. Lubber ? I hope we ſhall not go into the 
country again theſe ſeven years, mamma; let twenty 
coaches be pull'd to pieces. 

Ser Frau. Hold your tongue, Jenny !- -Was Roger 
in no fault, in all this ? 

F. Mood. Noa, ſir, nor I noather— Are not youw 
aſheam'd, ſays Roger to the carter, to do ſuch an unkind 
thing by ſtrangers? Noa, ſays he, you bumpkin. Sir, 
he did the thing on very purpoſe ! and fo the folks ſaid 
that ſtood by Very well, ſays Roger, yow ſhall ſee 
what our meaſter will ſay to ye! Your meaſter! ſays he; 
your meaſter may kiſs my and ſo he clapt his hand 
zuſt there, and like your worſhip. Fleſh! I thowght 
they had better breeding in this tawn. 

Sir Fran. I'll teach this raſcal ſome, I warrant him! 
Denon ! if I take him in hand, I'll play the devil with 

im. 

Seu. Rich, Ay do, feyther, have him before the parli- 
ments 
B 6 


Sir Fran. 
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Sir Fran, Odſbud! and fo I will — I will make him 
know who I am! Where does he live? 
F. Mood. I believe in London, fir. 
Sir Fran, What's the raſcal's name? 
J. Mood, I think I heard ſomebody call him Dick. 

1. Rich, What, my name? 
Sir Fran. Where did he go ? 
F. Mood. Sir, he went home. 
Sir Fran, Where's that? ; 
J. Mood. By my troth, fir, I doan't know! I heard 
him ſay he would ctoſs the ſaine ſtreet again to-morrow ; 
and if we had a mind to ſtand in his way, he would pool 
us over and over again. 
Sir Fran, Will he ſo! Odſzooks! get me a con- 
ſtable, | 
La! Wrong. Pooh! get you a good ſupper. Come, 
Sir Francis, don't put yourſelf in a heat for what can't 
be helpt. Accidents will happen to people that travel 
abroad to ſee the world —— For my part, I think it's a 
. mercy it was not overturn'd before we were all out on't, 
"Sir Fran, Why ay, that's true again, my dear, 

La. Wrong, Therefore ſee to-morrow if we can buy 
one at ſecond-hand, for preſent uſe: ſo beſpeak a new 
one, and then all's eaſy. 

F. Mend. Why troth, fir, I doan't think this could 
have held you above a day longer. 

Sir Fran, D'ye think fo, John? 
FJ. Mood. Why you ha' had it ever ſen'“ your worſhip 
were high-ſherift, 

Sir Frau. Why then go and ſee what Doll has got us 
for ſupper——— and come and get off my boots. 

[ Exer.n' Sir Francis and J. Moody. 
La. Wrong, In the mean time, miſs, do you ſtep to 
Handy, and bid her get me ſome freſh night- cloaths. 
; | [ Exit Lady Wronghead, 
Jenny. Yes, mama, and ſome for myſelf too. 
w [Exit Jenny. 
gu. Rich, Od*s-fleſh! and what mun I do all alone? 
VI &*en ſeek out where t'other pratty miſs is, 
And ſhe and I'll go play at cards for kiſſes, [Exit, 
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ACT III. SCENE Lord Townly*s Hoſe. 
Enter Lord Townly, a Servant attending. 


L. Town, H O's there ? 
Serv, My Lord! 
L. Town, Bid them get dinner —— Lady Grace, your 
ſervant, 
Enter Lady Grace. 
La. Grace. What, is the houſe up already ? My lady 
is not dreſt yet b 
L. Town. No matter—its three o' clock - ſhe may break 
my reſt, but ſhe ſhall not alter my hours. 
La. Grace. Nay, you need not fear that now, for ſhe 
dines abroad. 
L. Town. That, I ſuppoſe, is only an excuſe for her 
not being ready yet. 


La. Grace. No, upon my word, ſhe is engaged to come 


any. 
F L. Town, Where, pray ? 

La. Gracr, At my lady Revel's; and you know they 
never dine *till ſupper-time. 

L. Town. No tru'y ſhe is one of thoſe orderly ladies, 
who never let the ſun ſhine upon any of their vices !=— 
But pr'ythee, fiſter, what humour is ſhe in to-day ? © * 

La. Grace. O! in tip top ſpirits, I can aſſure ou 
ſhe won a good deal laſt "1 | 5 g 

L. Town. 1 know no difference between her winning or 
lofing, while the continues her courſe of life. 

k La. Grace. However ſhe 1s better in good humour than 
ad, e ; 

L. Town. Much alike: when ſhe is in good humour, 
other people only are the better for it: when in a very ill 
humour, then, indeed, I ſeldom fail to have my ſhare of 
her, S bs 

La · Grace, Well, we won't talk of that now ———— Does 
any body dine here ? 

L. Town. Manly promiſed me—— by the way, madam, 
what do you think of his laſt converſation ? 

La. Grace, I am alittle at a ſtand about it, 


L. Town. How fo ? 


La, Gr aces 


—— - . 
- =. 
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La. Grace. Why==—]l don't know how he can ever 
have any thoughts of me, that could lay down ſuch ſevere 
rules upon wives, in my hearing. 

L. Town. Did you think his rules unreaſonable ? 

La. Grace. I can't ſay I did: but he might have had a 
little more complaiſance before me, at leaſt, 

L. Town. Complaiſance is only a proof of good breed- 
ing: but his plainneſs was a certain proof of his honeſty ; 
nay, of his good opinion of you : for he would never have 
opened himſelf ſo freely, but in confidence that your good 
ſenſe could not be diſobliged at it. 

La. Grace, My good opinion of him, brother, has 
hitherto been guided by yours: but I have received a 
letter this morning that ſhews him a very different man 
from what I thought him, 

I. Town. A letter! from whom? 

La. Grace. That I don't know, but there it is. 

[ Gives a letter, 

„I. Town, Pray let's ſee. [ Reads. 

| The incloſed, madam, fill accidentally into my hands; if 

it no way concerns you, you will only have the troul le 

of reading this, from your fincere friend and humble 
ſervant, Unknown, Qs. 

La. Grace. And this was the incloſed. Giving another. 

L. Town. [ Reads.) To Charles Manly, E/g. 

Your manner of living with me of late, convinces me, 
that I now grow as fpainſul to you, as to myfelf + out 
however, tbough you can love me no longer, I hope 
you will not let me live worſe than I did, before I left 
an bonft income, for the vain hopes of being ever 


yours 
Myrtilla. 
P. 8. Ti above four months ſince JI received a 
Shilling from you. 
La, Grace. What kiak you now 2 


L. Town, J am conſidering —— 

La. Grace. You ſee it's directed to him 

L. Town, That's true! but the poſtſcript ſeems to be a 
reproach, that I think he is not capable of deſerving. 

La. Grace, But who could have concern enough to ſend 
it to me ? 

L. Town. I have obſerved, that theſe ſort of letters from 
unknown friends, generally come from ſecret enemies. 
2 La. Grace. 
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La. Grace. What would you have me do in it? 

L. Town. What I think you ought to do — fairly ſhew 
it him, and ſay I adviſed you to it. | 

La. Grace, Will not that have a very odd look, from 
me ? 

L. Town, Not at all, if you uſe my name in it: if he 
is innocent, his impatience to appear ſo, will diſcover his 
regard to you : if he is guilty, it will be your beſt way of 
preventing his addreſſes, 

La. Grace. But what pretence have I to put him out of 
countenance ? 

L. Town. I can't think there's any fear of that. 

Le. Grace. Pray what is't you do think then? 

L. Town, Why certainly, that it's much more probable 
this letter may be all an artifice, than that he is in the leaſt 
concern'd in it. 


Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Mr. Manly, my lord. 

L. Town, Do you receive him, while I ſtep a minute in 
to my lady, { Excunt Lord Townly and Servant. 

Enter Manly. | 

Mar. Madam, your moſt ovedient : they told me, my 
lord was here. 

La. Grace, He will be here preſently ; he is but juſt 
gone in to my fiſter. | | 

Aan. So! then my lady dines with us. 

La. Grace. No; ſhe is engaged. 

Man. I hope you are not of her party, madam ? 

La. Grace. Not till after dinner. 

Man. And pray how may ſhe have diſpoſed of the reſt 
of the day ? 

La. Grace. Much as uſual! ſhe has viſits *till about 
eight; after that, till court-time, ſhe is to be at quad:ille, 
at Mrs. Idle's: after the drawing-room, ſhe takes a ſhort 
ſupper with my lady Moonlight. And from thence they 
£0 together to my lord Noble's afſembly. 

Man. And are you to do all this with her, madam ? 

La. Grace. Only a few of the viſits: J would indeed 
have drawn her to the play ; but I doubt we have ſo much 
upon our hands, that will not be practicable, 

Man. But how can you forbear all the reſt of it ? 

La. Grace. There's no great merit in forbearing what 
one is not charm'd with, : 

Man, 
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Man, And yet I have found that very difficult, in my 
time, 

La. Grace. How do you mean? 

Man. Why, I have pafs'd a great deal of my life in the 
hurry of the ladies, though I was generally better pleaſed 
when I was at quiet without *em. 

La. Grace. What induced you, then, to be with them? 

Man. Idleneſs, and the faſhion. 

La. Grace. No miſtrefles in the caſe ? 

Man. To ſpeak honefily —yes—Being often in the toy- 
ſhop, there was no forbearing the bawbles. 

La. Grace. And of Seel I ſuppoſe, ſometimes you 
were tempted to pay for them twice as much as they were 
worth. Nay, I ſpeak only from my little experience ; 
for (I'll be free with you, Mr. Manly) I don't know a man 
in the world, that, in appearance, might better pretend to 
a woman of the firſt merit than yourſe'f; and yet I have 
a reaſon, in my hand here, to think you have your 
failings. 

Man. I bave infinite, madam ; but I am ſure, the want 
of an implicit reſpect for you, is not among the number 
Pray, what is in your hand, madam ? 

La. Grace. Nay, fir, I have no title to it; for the 
NrreCtion is to you. [Gives him a leiter. 

Man. To me ! I don't remember the harid 


La. Grace. I can't perceive any change of guilt in him! 
and his ſurprize ſeems natural! [Ade Give me 
leave to tell you-one thing by the way, Mr. Manly; that 
] ſhould never have ſhewn you this, dür that my brother 
enjoyu'd me to it. 

Man. I take that to proceed from my lord's good opi- 
nion of me, madam. 

La. Grace. I hope, at leaſt, it will ſtand as an excuſe 
for my taking this liberty. 

Man. I never yet ſaw you do any thing, madam, that 
wanted an excuſe; and, I hope, you will not give me an 
inftance to the contrary, by refuſing the favour I am going 


to aſk you. | 
Ia. Grace, I don't believe I ſhall refuſe any, that you 

think properes aſk, | 
Mar. Only this, madam ; to indulge me ſo far as to 


let me know how this letter came into your hands. 
La. Grace» 


Read to himſelf. 
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La. Grace. Incloſed to me in this, without a name. 

Man. If there be no ſecret in the contents, madam ——- 

La. Grace, Why there is an impertinent inſinuation 
in it; but as I know your good ſenſe will think it fo too, 
I will venture to truſt you, 

Man. You oblige me, madam, 

[ He takes the other letter, and reads. 

La. Grace. [ Afde.] Now am I in the oddeſt fituation ! 
methinks our converſation grows terribly critical! This 
muſt produce ſomething : O lud, would it were 
over! 

Man. Now, madam, I begin to have ſome light into 
the poor project that is at the bottom of all this. 

La. Grace. I have no notion of what could be propoſed 
by it, | 
Mas, A little patience, madam——Firſt, as to the in- 
fivuation you mention 

La. Grace. O! what is he going to ſay now! [Aldi. 

Man, Tho' my intimacy with my lord may have allow'd 
my viſits to have been very frequent here of late; yer, in 
ſuch a talking town as this, you muſt not wonder, if a 
great many of thoſe viſits are p!acod to your account: and 
this taken for granted, I ſuppoſe, has been to'd to my lady 
Wronghead, as a piece of news, fince her arrival, not 
improbably without many more imavinary circumſtances, 

La. Grace, My | dy Wronghead ! 

Man. Ay, madam, for I am poſitive thi is her hand, 

La. Grace. What view could ſhe have in writing it? 

Man. To interrupt any treaty of marriage the may have 
heard I am engaged in; becauſe if I die without heirs, 
her family expects that ſome part of my eſtate may return 
to them again. But, I hope, ſhe is ſo far miſtaken, that 
if this letter has given you the leaſt uneaſinefs— 1 ſhall 
think that the happieſt moment of my life. 7 

La. Grace. That does not carry your uſual complaiſance, 
Mr. Manly. 

Man. Yes, madam, becauſe I am ſure I can convince 
you of my innocence. 

La. Grace. I am ſure I have no right to enquire into it. 
Man. Suppoſe you may not, madam ; yet you may very 
innocently Fave fo much curioſity. | | 

La. Grace: With what an artful gentleneſs he ſteals into 
my opinion! [Aſide.] Well, fir, I won't pretend to have 
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ſo little of the woman in me as to want curiofity ——Byt 
pray, do you ſuppoſe, then, this Myrtilla is a real or 
a fictitious name ? 

Man. Now I recolle&t, enadam, there is a young woman 
in the houſe where my lady Wronghead lodges, that J 
heard ſome! ody called Myrtilla : this letter may be written 
by her but how it came directed to me, I confeſs is a 
myſtery ; that before I ever preſume to ſce your ladyſhip 
again, I think myſelf obliged, in honour, to find out. 

Going. 

La. Grace. Mr, Manſy you are not going ? r 

Man. Tis but to the next ftreet, madam ; I ſhall be 
back in ten minutes, 

La. Grace. Nay ! but dinner's juſt coming up. 

Man. Madam, I can neither eat nor reſt till I ſee an end 
of this affair! 

La. Grace. Put this is ſo odd! why ſhould any filly 
curioſity of mine drive you away y? 

Man. Since you won't ſuffer it to be yours, madam, 
then it ſhall be only to ſatisfy my own curioſity 

[Exit Manly, 

La. Grace, Well and now, what am 1 to think of 
all this? Or, ſuppoſe an indifferent perſon had heard 
every word ue have ſaid to one another, what would they 
have thought on't? Would it have been very abſurd to 
conclude, he 1s ſeriouſly inclined to pals the reſt of his 
life with me? — I hope not fer 1 am ſure, the caſe 
is terribly clear on my lide ! 

E ter Mrs. Truſty. 
Well, Mrs. Truſty, is my fitter dreſt yet? 

Tray. Yes, madam; but my lord has been courting 
her fo, I think, 'till they are both out of humour, 

La. Grace. How fo ? 

Trufty. Why, it begun, madam, with his lordſhip's 
deſiring her la'!yſhip to dine at home to day—upon which 
my lady, faid ſhe could not be ready ; upon that, my lord 
order'd them to ſtay the dinner, «nd then my lady order'd 
the coach; then my lord took her ſhort, and ſaid, he had 
order*d the coachman to ſet up: then my lady made him 4 
great curteſy, and ſaid, ſhe would watt till his lordflup's 
horſes had dined, and was mighty pleaſant : but for fear 
of the worſt, madam, ſhe whiſper'd me to get her 
chair ready, [Exit Truſty. 
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La. Grace. Oh! here they come; and, by their looks» 
ſeem a little unfit for company. [ Exit Lady Grace, 
Enter Lady Townly, Lord Townly following. 

La. Town, Well! look you, my lord; I can bear it no 
longer ! nothing ſtill but about my faults, my faults! an 
agreeable ſubject truly! 

L. Town. Why, madam, if you won't hear of them; 
how can I ever hope to ſee you mend them? 

La. Town. Why, I don't intend to mend them 
I can't mend them ————Þyou know I have tried to do it 
an hundred times, and —it hurts me ſo -I can't bear 
it! | 

L. Town. And I, madam, can't bear this daily licen- 
tious abuſe of your time and character, 

La. Town. Abuſe! aſtoniſhing! when the univerſe 
knows, I am never better company, than when I am doing 
what I have a mind to! But to fee this world! that men 
can never get over that filly ſpirit of contradiction — 
why but laſt Thurſday now — there you wiſely amended 
one of my faults, as you call them —you inſiſted 
upon my not going to the maſquerade———-and pray, 
what was the conſequence! was not I as croſs as.the Devil, 
all the night after ? was not I forced to get company at 
home? and was it not almott thiee o-clock in the morning 
before I was able to come to myſelf age? and then the 
tault is not mended neither for next ine | ſhall only 
have twice the inclination to go: ſo that all t::i- mending, 
and mending, you fee, ie but dirning an old rufe, to 
make it worſe than it was bef re. 

L. Town, Well, the manner of women's living, of late, 
is inſupportable ; and, one way or other | 

La. Town. It's to be mended, 1 ſuppoſe ! why fo it 
may; but then, my dear lord, you mult give one time 
and when things are at worſt, you know, they may 
mend themſelves! ha ! ha! 2a 

L. Town, Madam, I am not in a humour, now, to 
trifle, | 

La. Town, Why then, my lord, one word of fair ar- 
gument—to talk with you, your own Way now 


You 
complain of my late hours, and [ of your early ones 
ſo tar are we even, you'll allow but pray which gives 


us the beſt figure, in the eye of the polite world ? my 
tive, ſpirited three in the morning, or your dull, drowf 
| elev 
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eleven at night? Now, I think, one has the air of a woman 
of quality, and t'other of a plodding mechanic, that goes 
to bed betimes, that he may riſe early, to open his ſhop ! 
— faugh! 

L. Town, Fy, fy, madam! is this vour way of rea- 
ſoning ? 'tis time to wake you then — ' Tis not your ill 
hours alone, that diſturb me, but as often the ill company, 
that occaſion thoſe ill hours. 

La. Town. Sure I don't underſtand you now, my lord ; 
what ill company do I keep ? 

L. Town, Why, at beſt, women that loſe their money, 
and men that win it! or, perhaps, men that are volun- 


tary bubbles at one game, in hopes a lady will give them 


fair play at another. Ten that unavoidab'e mixture with 
known rakes, c::nceal'd thieves, and fharpers in em- 
broidery=—— or what, to me, is ſtill more ſhocking, 
that herd of familiar, chatte ing, crop ear'd coxco::hs, 
u ho are ſo often like monkeys, there would be no knowing 
them aſunder, but that their tails hang from their heads, 
and the monkey's grows where it ſhou'd de. 

La. Tecon. And a buſband muſt give eminent proof of 
his ſenſe, that thinks their powder-pufts dangerous! 

L. Town. Their being fools, madam, is not always the 
huſband's ſecurity : or if it were, fortuge, ſometimes, 
gives them advantages might make a thinking woman 
tremble. a 

La. Town, What do you mean? 

L. Town. That women, ſometimes, loſe more than they 
are able to pay; and if a creditor be a little preſſing, the 
lady may be reduced to try if, inſtead of gold, the gentle- 
man will accept of a trinket, 

La. Tozn. My lord, you grow ſcurrilous ; you'll make 
me hate you. II! have you to know, I keep company 
with the politeſt people in town, and the aſſemblies I fre- 
quent are full of ſuch, | 

I.. Town, So are the churches now and then. 

La. Town, My friends frequent them too, as well as the 
aſſemblies. 

L. Toron. Yes, and would do it oftener, if a groom of 
the chambers there were allow'd to furniſh cards to tte 
company, 

La. Town. I ſee what you drive at all this while; you 
would lay an imputation on my fame, to cover your ch 
| avarice! 


la 
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warice! I might take any pleaſures, I find, that were 
not expenſive. ' 

L. Traun. Have a care, madam ; don't let me think 
you only value your chaſtity, to make me reproachable 
for not indulging you in every thing elſe that's vicious 
I, madam, have a reputation too, to guard, that's dear to 
me, as yours =—"The follies of an ungovern'd wife may 
make the wiſeſt man uneaſy : but *tis his own fault, if ever 
they make him contefßfibde. | 

La. Toivn, My lord you would make a woman mad! 

L. Town. You'd make a man a fool. 

La. Town. If heaven has made you otherwiſe, that won't 
be in my power. 

L. Town, Whatever may be in your inclination, madam, 
I'll prevent your making me a beggar, at leaſt, 

La. Town, A beggar! Crœſus! I'm out of patience !-= 
I won't come home 'till four ro-morrow morning. 

L. Town. That may be, madam ; but Il order the 
doors to be lock'd at twelve, 
La. Town. Then I won't come home 'till ro-morrow 


night. 
L. Town, Then, madam ;—vou ſhall never come home 
again. [ Exit Lord Townly, 


La. Town, What does he mean! I never heard ſuch a 
word from him in my life before! the man always uſed to 
have manners, in his worſt humours ! there's ſomething, 
that I don't fee, at the bottom of all this — but his 
head's always upon ſome impracticable ſcheme or other, 
ſo I won't trouble mine any longer about him. — Mr, Man- 


ly, your ſervant. 


Enter Manly. 
Man. I aſk pardon for my intruſion, madam ; but I 
hope my buſineſs with my lord will excuſe it. 
, La. Town. I believe you will ſind him in the next room, 
Ir, | 
Man. Will you give me leave, madam ? 
Fog Town, Sir — you have my leave, tho' you were a 
lady 


Man. [ fide.) What a well-bred age do we live in! 
[ Exit Manly, 


Exer Lady Grace. 
La. Toxvn. O! my dear lady Grace! how could you 


leave me ſo unmercifully alone all this while ? 
La. Grace. 
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La. Grace. I thought my lord had been with you, 
La. Town, Why yes——and therefore I wanted your 
relief; for he has been in ſuch a fluſter here 

La. Grace. Bleſs me! for what ? 

La. Town. Only our uſual breakfaſt; we have each of 
us had our diſh of matrimonial comfort this morning! ue 
have been charming company. ! 

La. Grace. J am mighty glad of it! ſure it muſt be x 
vaſt happineſs, when a man and a wife can give themſelves 
the ſame turn of converſation ! 

La. Town. O! the prettieſt thing in the wor'd ! 

La. Grace. Now I ſhould be afraid, that where two 
people are every day together ſo, they mult often be in 
want of ſomething to talk upon. 

La. Town, O, my dear, you are the moſt miſtaken in 
the world ! married people have things to talk of, child, 
that never enter into the imagination of others why, 
here's my lord and I, now, we have not been married 
above two ſhort years, you know, and we have already 
eight or ten things conſtantly in bank, that, whenever we 
want company, we can take up any one of them for two 
hours together, and the ſubject never the flatter ; nay, if 
we have occaſion for it, it will be as freſh next day too, 
as it was the firſt hour it entertain'd us. 

La. Grace, Certainly, that muſt be vaſtly pretty! 

La. Town. O! there's no life like it! Why, t'other 
day, for example, when you dined abroad ; my lord aud 
I, after a pretty cheerful vete à-tete meal, ſat down by the 
fire-fide, in an eaſy, indolent, pick-toeth way, for about a 
quarter of an hour, as if we had not thought of one ano- 
ther's being in the room—at laſt, ſtretching himſelf, and 
yawning My dear, fays he—aw-- you came home very 
late, lait night “I' as but juſt rurn'd of two, ſays I——— 
I ws a- bed —aw=— by eleven, ſays he — 80 you ere every 
night, ſays I Well, ſays he, I am amazed you can 
fit vp ſo late — How can you be amazed, ſays I, at a 
thing that happens ſo often? upon which we entered 
into a converſation and tho' this is a point has en- 
tertain d us above fifty times already, we always find ſo 
many pretty new things to ſay upon it, that, I believe, in 
my ſoul, it will laſt as long as we live 

La. Grace. 
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La. Grace. But pray, in ſuch fort of family dialogues 
(tho! extremely well tor paſſing the time) don't there, now 
and then, enter ſome little witty ſort of bitterneſs ? 

La. Tun. O yes! which does not do amiſs at all! A 
ſmart repartee, with a zeſt of recrimination at the head of 
it, makes the prettieſt ſherbet ! Ay, ay! if we did not mix a 
little of the acid with it, a matrimonial ſociety would be fo 
a MW luſcious, that nothing but an old liquoriſh prude would be 
e able to bear it. 

La. Grace. Well —ccextainly you have the moſt 

elegant taſte 
© La. Town, Tho? to tell you the truth, my dear, I rather 
in W think we ſqueezed a little too much lemon into it this 
bout; for it grew ſo ſour at laſt, that=— I think — I 
in MWalmoſt told him he was a fool — and he again——talk'd 
d, I fomething oddly of — turning me out of doors! 
u. La. Grace. O! have a care of that! 
d La. Town. Nay, if he ſhould, I may thank my own 
ly wiſe father for that 
re La. Grace. Ho ſo? 
'0 La. Town. Why when my good lord firſt open'd 
if bis honourable trenches before me, my unaccountable papa, 
o, i whoſe hands I then was, gave me up at diſcretion ! 

La, Grace. How do you mean? 

La. Town. He ſid, the wives of this age were come to 
er chat paſs, that he would not defire even his on daughter 
\4 [ſhould be truſted with pin-money ; ſo that my whole train 
ie Jof ſeparate inciinations are lett entirely at the mercy of an 
a Fhoſband's odd tumours. 


5 Ja. Grace. Why, that, indeed, is enough to make a 
14 Nuvoewan k of ſpirit look about her! 
'y La. Town, Nay, but to be ſerious, my dear; what 


= [Evould vou, reaily, have a woman do in my caſe ? 

ba La, Grace, Why if I had as ſober a huſband as 
m on ec, I would make myſelf the happieſt wife in the 
a world, by very as ſober as he. 

* La. Town, O! you wicked thing! how can You teaze 
1 Nene at this rate ? when you know |< is ſo very ſober, that 


(except giving me money) there is not one thing in the 
world he can do to pleaſe me! And I, at the ſame time, 
partly by nature, and partly, perhaps, by keeping the beſt 
company, do with my foul love almoit every thing he 
ates I doat upon aſſemblies! my heart bounds, L.A. 
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ball; and at an opera——l expire | then I love play, to 
diſtraction! cards, enchant me ! and dice put me out 
of my little wits ! Dear! dear hazard! oh! what a floy 
of ſpirits it gives one! Do you never play at hazard, 
child ? | 

La. Grace. Oh! never! I don't think it fits well, upon 
women : there's ſomething ſo maſculine, ſo much the air 
of a rake, in it! you ſee how it makes the men ſwear and 
curſe! and when a woman is thrown into the ſame paſſion 
— why — | 

La. Tiwn. That's very true! one is a little put to it, 
ſometimes, not to make uſe of the ſame words to expreſs 
it, 

La. Grace. Well and, upon ill luck, pray what 
words are you really forced to make uſe of ? 

La. Teton. Why, upon a very hard caſe, indeed, when 
a ſad wrong word is rifing juſt to one's tongue's end, I give 
a great gulp and ſwallow it, 

Ta. Grace. Well and is not that enough to male 
you forſwear play as long as you live? 

La. Town. O yes! I have forſworn it. 

La. Grace. Seriouſly ? 

La. Town. Solemnly ! a thouſand times; but then one 
is conſtantly forſworn, 

La. Grace. And how can you anſwer that ? 

La. Town, My dear, what we ſay, ben we are loſers, 
we look upon to be no more binding, than a lover's oath, 
or a great man's promiſe. But I beg pardon, child; | 
ſhould not lead you fo far into the world; you are a prude, 
and deſign to live ſoberly. 

La. Grace. Why, I confeſs my nature and my education 
do, in a good degree, incline me that way. 

La. Town, Well! how a woman of ſpirit, (for you don! 
want that, child) can dream of living ſoberly, is to ne 
inconceivable ! for you will marry, I ſuppoſe ! 

La. Grace. I can't tel! but I may, 

La. Town. And won't you live in town ? 

La. Grace. Half the vear, I ſhould like it very well. 

La. Town, My ſtars! and you would really live in 
London half the year, to be ſober in it ? 

La. Grace. Why not? 

La. Town, Why can't you as well go, and be ſober, in 
the country? 


La. Grad. 


INC 
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fa. Grace, Sol would ——t'other half year, 

La. Town. And pray, what comfortable ſcheme of life 
would you form now, for your ſummer and winter ſober 
entertainments ? | 

La, Grace, A ſcheme, that I think might very well 
content us. 

La. Town. O! of all things let's hear it. 

La. Grace, Why, in ſummer, I could paſs my leiſure 


hours in riding, in reading, walking by a canal, or fitting 


at the end of it under a great tree; in dreſſing, dining, 
chatting with an agreeable friend, perhaps hearing a little 
muſic, taking a diſh of tea or a game at cards, ſoberly ! 
Managing my family, looking into its accounts, playing 
with my children (if I had any) or in a thouſand innocent 
amuſements — ſoberly ! and poſſibly, by theſe means, 
I might induce my huſband to be as ſober as myſelf, 

La. Town. Well, my dear, thou art an aſtoniſhing 
creature! for ſure ſuck primitive antediluvian notions of 
life have not been in any head theſe thouſand years 
Under a great tree! O' my foul But I beg we may 
have the ſober town-ſcheme too—for I am charmed with 
the country one! 

La. Grace, You ſhall, and I'll try to flick to my ſobri- 
ety there too. | 

La. Town, Well, tho' | am ſure it will giye we n the 
vapours, I mult hear it however. | 

La. Grace. Why, then, for tear of your fainting, ma- 
dam, I will firſt fo far come into the faſhion, chat I would 
never be dreſo'd out of it but ſtill it mould be ſoberly. 
For I can't think it any diſgrace, to a woman of my private 
fortune, not to wear her lace as fine as the wedding-ſuit of 
4 firſt ducheſs. Tho' there is one extravagance I would 
venture to come up to! ; 

La. Town, Ay now for it 

La. Grace. I would every day be as clean as a bride. 

Li, Town, Why, the men fay, that's a great ſtep to be 
made one — Well now you are dreſt——pray let's ſee to 
what purpoſe? _ 85 | 

La. Grace, I would vifit—thit is, my rea! friends; but 
as little for form as poſſible——1 would go to court; ſome- 
umes to an afſembly, nay play at guad e ſoberly: 
| would ſee all the good plays; and, (becauſe "tis the 
tallion) now and then an opera but I would not expire 

| there, 
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there, for fear I ſhould never go again: and laſtly, I cant 
ſay, but for curioſity, if I liked my company, I might be 
drawn in once to a maſquerade! And this, 1 think, is as 
far any woman can go — ſoberly. 
La. Town. Well ! if it had not been for that laſt piece 
of ſobriety, I was juſt going to call for ſome ſurfeit- water. 
La. Grace, Why, don't you think, with the farther aid 
of breakfaſting, dining, taking the air, ſupping, ſleeping, 
not to ſay a word of devotion, the four-and-twenty hours 
might roll over in a tolerable manner? 
La. Town, Tolerable ? Deplorable! Why, child, all 
you propoſe 1s but to endure life, now I want to enjoy it. 
Enter Mrs. Truſty. 8 
Tray. Madam, your ladyſhip's chair is ready. 
La. Toun. Have the footmen their white flambeaux 
yet? for laſt night I was poiſon'd. 
Trufly. Yes, madam ; there were ſome come in this 
morning. [ Exit Truſty. 
La. Town, My dear, you will excuſe me; but you know 
my time 1s ſo precious 
La. Grace, That I beg I may not hinder your leaſt 
enjoyment of it. 
Lady Town. You will call on me at lady Reve!s? | 
La. Grace. Certainly. | 
La. Town. But I am fo afraid it will break into your 
{cheme, my dear! 
La. Grace. When it does, I will—— ſoberly break from 
ou. 
La. Town. Why then, 'till we meet again, dear ſiſter, 
I wiſh you all tolerable happineſs, [Exit Lady Town. 
La. Grace. There" ſhe goes —— Daſh ! into her ſtream 
of pleaſures! Poor woman! ſhe is really a fine creature! 
and ſometimes ivfinitely agreeable ! nay, take her out of 
the madneſs of this town, rational in her notions, and eaſy 
to live with: but ſhe is ſo borne down by this torrent of 
vanity in vogue, ſhe thinks every hour of her life is loſt 
that The does not lead at the head of it. What it will end 
in, I tremble to imagine! — Ha! my brother, and Manly 
with him! 1 gueſs what they have been talking of— I ſhall 
hear it in my turn, I ſuppoſe, but it won't become me to 
be inquiſitive. {Exit Lady Grace. 
Eater 


— 


for I will do her the greateſt friendſhip in the world |} 
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Enter Lord Townly, and Manly. 

L. Town. | did not think my lady Wronghead had ſuch 
a notable brain: tho' I can't fay ſne was ſo very wiſe, in 
truſting this filly girl, you call Myrtilla, with the ſecret. 

Man, No, my lord, you miſtake me; had the girl been 
in the ſecret, perhaps | had never eome at it myſelf, 

I. Town, Why I thought you ſaid the girl writ this 
letter to you, and that my lady Wronghead ſeut it incloſed 
to my ſiſter ? 

Man. If you pleaſe to give me leave, my lord the 
fact is thus This incloſed letter to lady Grace was a 
real original one, written e this girl, to the Count we 
have been talking of: the Count drops it, and my lady 
Wronghead finds it: then only changing the cover, ſhe 
ſeals it up as a letter of buſineſe, juſt written by herſelf to 
me : and pretending to be in a hurry, gets this innocent 
girl to write the direction for her. 

L. Town. Oh ! then the girl did not know ſhe was ſu- 
perſcribing a billet-doux of her own, to you ? 

Man. No, my lord; for when | firſt queſtion'd her 
about the direction, ſhe own'd it immediately: but when 
I ſhew'd her that the letter to the Count was within it, and 
told her how it came into my hands, the poor creature was 
amazed, and thought herſelf betray'd both by the Count 
and my lady in hort, upon this diſcovery, the girl 
and I grew ſo gracious, that the has let me into ſome 
tranſactions, in my lady Wronghead's family, which, 
with my having a careful eye over them, may prevent the 
ruin of it. | 

L. Toon. You are very generous, to be ſo folicitous 
for a lady, that has given you ſo much uneaſineſs. 

Man. But I will be moſt unmercifully revenged of her: 


againſt her will, 
L. Town, What an uncommon philoſophy art thou maſ- | 
ter of! to make even thy malice a virtue ! e 
Man. Vet, my lord, I aſſure you, there 1s no one action 
of my life gives me more pleaſure than your approbation of } 
it — 2 — 
L. Town, Dear Charles ! my heart's impatient, *till thou 
art nearer to me: and as a proof that I have long wiſh*d "if 
thee ſo=—while your daily conduct has choſe! rather to 
deferve than aſk my ſiſter's favour ; I have been as ſecretly WM 
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induſtrious to make her ſenſible of your merit: and ſince 
on this occaſion you have open'd your whole heart to me, 
tis now with equal pleafure I aſſure you, we have both 
ſucceeded — ſhe is as firmly our 

Man. Impoſſible! you flatter me! 

L. Tewn. I'm glad you think it flattery ; but ſhe herſelf 
ſhall prove it none: ſhe dines with us alone: when the 
ſervants are withdrawn, I'll open a converſ.tion, that ſhall 
excuſe my leaving you together O ! Charles ! had I, 
like thee, been cautious in my choice, what melancholy 
hours had this heart avoided ' 

"Min. No more of that, I beg, my lord 

L. Town. But *twill, at leaſt, be ſome relief to my anxiety 
(however barren of ontent the ſtate has been to me) to ſee 
ſo near a friend and fiſter happy in it: your harmony of life 
will be an inſtance hoy much the choice of temper is 
preferable to beauty. 

While your ſoft hours in mutual kindneſs move, 

Vou'll reach, by virtue, what J loſt by love, [Exeun?, 
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ACT IV. SCENE Mrs. Motherly's Houſe. 
Euter Mrs. Motherly, meeting Myrtilla, 


oth. O, niece! where is it poſſible you can hare been 

theſe fx hours ? 

Myr. O madam ! I have ſuch a terrible ſtory to tell you! 

Moth. A ſtory | Ods my life]! What have you done with 
he Count's note of five hundred pounds I ſent you about? 
s it ſafe ? is it good? is it ſecurity ? 

Myr. Yes, yes, it is ſafe : but for its goodneſs — mercy 
dn us | I have been in a fair way to be hong'd about it! 
Moth. The dickens ! has this rogue of a Count play'd us 
mother trick then? 

Myr. You ſhall hear, madam ; when | came to Mr. C:ſh, 
he banker's, and ſhew'd him his note for five hundred 
bounds, payable to the Count, or order, in two months, 

—— he look'd earnefily upon it, and deſired me to ſtep 
nto the inner room, while he examined his books 
fter 4 had ſtaid about ten minutes, he came in to me 
laps to the door, and charges a conſtable with me for 


orgery, 
| — * 4 Aoth. 
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Meth. Ah! poor ſoul ! and how didſt thou get off? 

Myr. While I was rezdy to fink in this condition, I 
begg'd him t) have a little patience, 'till | could fend for 
Mr. Manly, wom he knew to be a gentleman of worth 
and honour, and who, I was ſure, would convince him, 
whatever fraud might be in the note, that I was myſelt an 
innocent, abuſed woman and as good luck would have 
it, in leſs than half an hour Mr. Manly came ſo, with- 
cut mincing the matter, I fairly told him upon wh.t defign 
the Count had lod:ed that note in your hands, and in ſhort, 
laid open the whole ſcheme he had drawn us into to make 
our fortune. 

Moth, J he devil you did! 

Myr. Why how do you think it was poſſible I could »ny 
otherways make Mr. Manly my friend, to help me our of 
the ſcrape I was in ?—To concluge, he ſoon made Mr. 
Cath eaſy, and fent away the conſtable; nay farther 
promiſed me, if I would truſt the note in his hands, he 
would take care it ſhould be fully p- id before it was due, 
and at the ſame time would give me an ample revenge upon 
the Count; ſo that all you have to confider now, madam, 
is, whether you think yourſclt ſafer in the Couut's hands, 
or Mr. Manly's? 

Moth, Nay, nay, child ; there 1s no choice in the 
matter! Mr. Manly may be a friend indeed, if any thing 
in our power can make him ſo. 

Myr. Well, madam, and now pray, how ſtand matters 
at home here ? What has the Count done with the ladies ? 

Moth. Why everv thing he has a mind to do, by this 
time, I ſuppoſe, He is in as high favour with miſs as he 
is with my lady. 

Myr. Pray, where are the ladies ? 

Moth. Rattling abroad in their own coach, and the well- 
bred Count along with them : they have been ſcouring all 


the ſhops in town over, buying fine things and nes cloaths, ' 
from morning to night: they have made one voyage already, 


and have brought home ſuch a cargo of baubles and trum- 
pery mercy on the poor man that's to pay for them! 
Myr. Did not the young *ſquire go with them ? 
Moth. No, no; miſs ſaid, truly he would but diſgrace 
2 party : ſo they even left him alleep by the kitchen 
res 
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Myr. Has not the young 'ſquire aſked after me all this 
while? for I had a fort of an afſignation with him. 

Meth. O yes ! he has been in a bitter taking about it. 
At laſt his diſappointment grew ſo uneaſy, that he fell a 
crying; ſo to quiet him, 1 ſent one of the maids and John 
Moody abroad with him, to ſhew him — the lions, and 
the monument, Ods me! there be is, juſt come home 
again — you may have bufineſs with him—ſo I'll even 
turn you together, | [ Exit, 

Enter *Squire Richard, 

"Squ. Rich. Soah! foah ! Mrs, Myrtilla, wheere han 
yow been all tl is day, forſooth ? 

Myr. Nay, if you go to that, ſquire, where have you 
been pray ? 

qu. Rich, Why, when I fun” *at yow were no loikly to 
come whoam, I were ready to hong my ſel— ſo John Moody, 
and I, and one o' your laſſes have been- Lord kuows 
where a ſecing o' ſoights. 

Myr. Well, ard pray what have you ſeen, fir ? 

Su. Rich, Fleſh! I cawnt tell, not ] ſecn 
every thing, I think. Firſt there we went o' top o' the 
what d'ye-call-it ? there, the great huge ſtone poſt, up the 
r.wnd and rawrd ſtairs, that twine and twine about, juſt 
an as thof it were a cork-ſcrew, | 

| Myr. O, the monument! well, and was not it a fine fight, 
from the top of it ? d 

"Su. Rich, Sight, miſs ! I know no! — I ſaw nowght 
but imoak and brick houſen, and ſteeple tops — —then 
there was ſuch a mortal ting-tang of bells, and rumbling of 
carts and coaches, and then the folks under one lock'd fo 
ſmall, zud made ſuch a hum, and a buz, it put me in 
mind of my mother's great glaſs bee-hive, in our garden in 
the country. | 


Wr. 1 think, maſter, you give a very good account of 
ik, 
Seu. Rich, Ay | but J did no! like it: for my head 
— head— -— begun to turn ſo I trundled me 
dawn ſtairs agen, like a round trencher. 
Myr. Well! but this was not all you ſaw, I ſuppoſe ? 
Sgu. Rich, Noa ] noa! we went after that, and ſaw the 
lions ; and liked them better by hawlf ; they are pure 
grim devils ; heb, hoh! 1 wuke a ſtick, and gave oy of 
them 
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them ſuch a poke o'the noaſe——] believe he would ha 
ſnapt my head off, an he could ha' got me, Hoh ! hoh 
hoh ! 

Myr. Well, maſter, when you and I go abroad, I'll 
ſhew you prettier fights than theſe——there's a maſquerade 
to-morrow. | 

%. Rich, Olaud! ay! they ſay that's a pure thing for 
merry-andrews, and thoſe ſort of comical mumimers —— 
and the Count tells me, that there lads and laſſes may jig 
their tails, and eat, and drink, without grudging, all night 
lung. = 

Wr. What would you ſay now, if I thould get you 
a ticket, and go along with you ? 

Hu. Rich. Ah dear! 

Ayr. But have a care, 'ſquire, the fine ladies there are 
e ribly tempting; look well to your heart, or Ads me | 
they'll whip it up, in the trip of a minute. 

S. Rich, Ay, but they cawnt tho'——-ſ)a let um 
look to themſelves, an' ony of *um falls in love with me 
—- mayhap they had as good be quiet. 

Myr, Why Tare you would not refuſe a fine lady, would 
ou? 

Su. Rich, Ay, but I would tho' unleſs it were one at 
I know of, : he: 

Myr, Oh! ho! then you have left your heart in the 
country, I find ? 

gu. Rich. Noa, noa, my heart———eh——my heart 
a'ent awt o'this room, 

Mr. Jam glad you have it about you, however. 

S. Rich. Nuy, mayhap not ſoa noather ; ſomebody 
eiſe may have it, at yow little think of. 

Myr, I can't imagine what you mean | 

Hu. Rich. Noa! why doant yo know how many folks 
there 15 in this room, naw ? 

Myr. Very fine, maſtcr, I fee you have learnt the town 
gallantry already. 85 . 

81. Rich. Why doan't you believe 'at T have a kindneſs 
fer yow then? 

Myr. Fy! fy! maſter, how you talk ! beade you are 
too young to think of a wife. "SIRE 

'Squ. Rich. Ay] but J caunt help thinking o' yow, for 
all that, 
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Ahr. How! why ſure, fir, you donyr pretend to think of 
me in a diſhonourable way ? 

Sq u. Rich. Nay, that's as yow ſee good ] did no 
think 'at yow would ha” thought of me for a huſband, 
mayhap ; unleſs I had means in my own hands; and 
feyther allows me but hawlt a crown a week, as yet a while, 

Myr. Oh ! when I like any body, *tis not want of money 
vill make me refuſe them, 

Squ. Rich, Well, that's juſt my mind now ; for an! 
like a girl, mifs, I would take her io her ſmuck. 

Myr, Ay, maſter, now you ſpeak like a man of honour : 
this ſhew's ſomethivg of atrue heart in you, 

So. Rich, Ay, anda true heart you'll find me; try 
when you wall, 

Ayr, Huſh! huſh ! here's your papa come home, and 
my aunt with him, 

, qu. Rich, A devil rive 'em, what do they come nau 
or | 

Mir. When you and I get to the maſquerade, you ſhall 
ſee what I'll ſay to you. 

*$;u. Rich, Well, hands upon't then 

Myr. There 


Su. Rich, One buſs, and a bargain, [Kiſſer Ber.] 
Ads wauntlikins ! as ſoft and plump as a marrow pudding. 
[ Ex: unt ſeverally, 


Enter Sir Francis Wronghead, and M's, Motherly, 

Sir Fran, What! my wife and daughter abroad, ſay 
ou ? k 

Moth. O dear fir, they have been mighty buſy all the 
day long: they juſt came home to ſnap up a ſhort dinner, 
and ſo went out again, | 

Sr Fran. Well, well, I ſhan't ſtay ſupper for em, I can 
tell em that: for, od's heart! J have had nothing in me 
but a toaſt and tankard ſince morning. 

Moth. I am afraid, tir, theſe late parliament hours won't 
agree with you. 

Sir Fran. Why truly, Mrs. Motherly, they don't do 
right with us country gentlemen ; to loſe one meal out ot 
three is a hard tax upon a good ſtomach, 

Moth. It is ſo, indeed, fir. 

Sir Fran. But hawſomever, Mrs. Motherly, when we 
conſider, that what we ſuffer is for the good of our 


country : 
A. 
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Moth. Why truly, fir, that is ſomething. 

Sir Fran. O! there's 2 great deal to be ſaid for't——the 
good of one's country is above all things a true-hearted 
Engliſhman thinks nothing too much for it I have 
heard of fome honeſt gentlemen ſo very zealous, that for 
the good of their country — they would ſometimes go to 
dinner at midnight, 

Mi. O! the goodneſs of 'em! ſure their country muſt 
have a vaſt eſteem for them? 


Sir Fran. So they have, Mrs. Motherly ! they are ſo 


reſpected when they come home to their boroughs after a 


feſhon, and ſo beloved that their country will come and 
dine with them every day in the week. 

Moth. Dear me! what a fine thing tis to be ſo po- 
pulous ! 

Sir Fran. It is a great comfort, indeed! and ] can aſſure 
you, you are a good ſenſible woman, Mrs. Motherly. 

Moth. O dear fir, your honour's pleaſed to com- 
pliment. 

Sir Fran. No, no; I fee you know how to value people 
of conſequence. 

Moth. Good lack ! here's company, fir; will you give 
me leave to get you a little fomething *till the ladies come 
home, fir ? | 

Ser Fran. Why troth, I don't think it would be amiſs, 

Moth. It ſhall be done in a moment, fir. [ Exits 

Enter Manly, 

Man. Sir Francis, your ſervant. 

Sir Fran, Couſin Manly! 

Man. 1 am come to ſee how the family goes on here. 

dir Frau. Troth ! all as buſy as bees; | have been upon 
the wing ever ſince eight o*clock this morning. 

Man. By your early hour, then, I ſuppoſe you have 
Veen making your court to ſome of the great men. 


Si Fran, Why, faith! you have hit it, fir ——TI was 


advited tFloſe no time: ſol een went ſtrait forward, to 


one great man | had never feen in my life before. 


Man. Right! that was doing buſineſs : but who had 


you got to introduce you ? 

Ser Fran. Why, nobody I remember'd I had heard a 
wiſe man ſay—— My ſon, be bold—ſo txoth ! I intro- 
duc:d myſelf, 

Man, As how, pray? 
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Sir Fran, Why thus — Look ye Pleaſe your lord. 
ſlip, ſays I, I am Sir Francis Wronghead, of Bumper 
Hall, and member of parliament for the borough of Guzzlc- 
down Sir, your humble ſervant, ſays my lord; thof I 
have not the honour to know your perſon, I have heard 
you are a very honeſt gentleman, and I am glad your bo- 
rough has made choice of ſo worthy a repreſentative ; and 
fo, ſays he, Sir Francis, have you any ſervice to command 
me? Naw, couſin ! thoſe laſt words, you may be ſu e, 
gave me no ſmall encouragement. And thof I know, fir, 
you have no extraordinary opinion of my parts, yet, I 
believe, you won't ſay | miſtit naw! | 

| Man. Well, I hope I ſhall have no cauſe. 

Sir Fran. So when I found him ſo courteous ——— M 
lord, fays I, I did not think to ha” troubled your lordſhip 
with buſineſs upon my firſt viſit; but ſince your lordſhip 
is pleaſed not to ſtand upon ceremon why truly, ſays 
I, I think naw is as good as another time. 

Man. Right! there you puſh'd him home. 

Sir Fran. Ay, ay, I had a mind to let him fee that I 
was none of your mealy-mouth'd ones, | 

Man, Very good! 

Sir Fran. So, in ſhort, my lord, ſays I, I have a good 
eſtate—— but——-a —— 't's a leetle awt at elbows; and 
as I defire to ſerve my king, as well as my country, I ſhall 
be very willing to accept of a place at court: 

Man. $0, this was making ſhort work on't. 

Sir Fran, cod! I ſhot him flying, coutin ; ſome of 

our hawlf-witted ones naw, would ha? humm'd and haw'd, 
and dangled a month or two after him, before they durſt 
open their mouths about a place, aud mayhap, not ha? got 
it at laſt neither 

Man. Oh! I'm glad you're fo ſure on't. 

Sir Fran. You ſhall hear, couſin Sir Francis, ſays 
my lord, pray what ſort of a place may you ha” turn'd your 
thowghts upon? My lord, ſays I, beggars muſt not be 
chuſers ; but ony place, ſays I, about a thouſand a year, 
will be well enough to be doing with 'till ſomething better 
falls in for I tbowght it would not look well to ſtond 
haggling with him at firſt, 

Man. No, no, your buſineſs was to get footing any 


WAY » 


Sir Fran. 
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Sir Fran. Right! there's it! ah couſin, I ſee you know 
the world ! 

Man, Yes, yes, one ſees more of it every day, «Well! 
but what ſaid my lord to all this ? 

Sir Fran. Sir Francis, ſays he, I ſhill be glad to ſerve 
you auy way that lies in my power; ſo he gave me a 
ſqueeze by the hond, as much as to ſay, Give yourſelf nv 
trouble Ill do your buſineſs; with that he turn'd 
him abawt to ſomebody, with a coloured ribbon acrols 
here, that look'd in my tho:vghts as if he came for a place 
too. 

Man. Ha! ſo, upon theſe hopes you are to make your 
fortune ? 

Sir Fran. Why, do you think there's ony doubt of it, 
fir ? | 

Man. Oh no, I have not the leaſt doubt about it—for 
juſt as you have done, I made my fortune ten years ago. 

S'r Fran. Why, I never knew you had a ; lace, couſin. 

Man, Nor J neither, upon my faith, coulin, But you, 
perhaps, may have better fortune : for I ſuppoſe, my lord 
has heard of what importance you were in the debate to- 
day—You have been ſince down at the houſe, I preſume ! 

Sir Fran. O yes! I would not neglect the houſe for ever 
ſo much. 

Man. Well! and pray what have they done there? 

Sir Fran, Why, troth! I can't well tell you what the 
have done, but I can tell you what I did: and I thin 
pretty well in the main; only I happen d to make a little 
miſtake at laſt, indeed. 

Man. How was that ? 

Sir Fran, Why, they were all got there into a ſort of 
a puzzling debate, about the good of the nation—and [ 
were always for that, you know—but in ſhort, the argu» 

ments were ſo long winded o' both fides, that waunds 1 I 
did no? well SOT "um : hawſomever | was convinced, 
and fo reſolved to vote right, according to my conſcience — 
ſo, when they came to put the queſtion, as they call it— I 
don't know haw'twas— but I doubt I cried Ay! when T 
ſhould ha* cried No! 

Man. How game that about? | 
Sir Fran. Why, by a miſtake, as I tell you for there 
was a good-humour'd ſort of a gentleman, oue Mr, Tother- 
ade I think they call him, that ſat next me, as ſoon as I had 
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cried Ay ! pives me a hearty ſhake by the hand ! Sir, ſay 
he, you are a man of honour, and a true Engliſhman ! and 
I ſhould be proud to be better acquainted wich you and ſo 
with that, he takes me by the ſleeve, along with the crowd, 
into the lobby — ſo, I knew nowght but od's-fleſh ! ! 
was got o* th* wrung fide the poſt for I were told after- 
wards, I ſhould have ſtaid where | was. 

Man. And ſo, if you had not quite made your fortune 
before, you have clenched it now !---Ah ! thou head of the 
Wrongheads ! [ Afede. 

Sir Fran, Odſo! here's iny lady come home at laſt—1 
hope, couſin, you will be ſo kind as to take a family 
ſupper with us ? 

Man. Another time, Sir Francis ; but to-night I am 
engaged, | 

Euter Lady Wrongbead, Miſs Jenny, and Count Baſſet. 

La. Wrong. Couſin! your ſervant; I hope you will 
| pardon my rudeneſs : but we have really been in ſuch a 
continual hurry here, that we have not had a leiſure 
moment to return your laſt viſit. 

Man. O madam ! IT am a man of no ceremony; you ſee 
that has not hindered my coming again, 

La. Wrong. You are infinitely obliging : but Pil redeem 
my credit with you, | 

Man. At your own time, madam. | 

C. Baſ. T muſt ſay that for Mr. Manly, madam ; if 
making people eaſy is the rule of good-breeding, he is 
certainly the beſt-bred man in the world. 

Man. Soh! I am not to drop my acquaintance, I find 
lam afraid, fir, I ſhall grow vain upon your good 
opinion. 

C. Baſ. I don't know that, fir; but I am ſure, what 
you are pleaſed to fiy, makes me ſo. 

Man. The moſt impudent modeſty that ever I met with ! 

[Alide. 

La. Wrong. Lard! how ready his wit is! [Alde. 

Sir Fran, Don't you think, fir, the Count's 


very fine gentleman? 
Man. O! zmong the ladies, certainly; 
Sir Fran. And yet he's as ſtout as a lion: 
waund, he'll ſtorm any thing. 0 
Man. Will he ſo? Why then, fir, take care | | 
of your citadel, 
Sir Fran. Ah! vou're a wag, couſin. } 


Apart. 
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Man. 1 hope, ladies, the town air continues to agree 
with you ? 

Jenny. O! perfectly well, fir ! We have been abroad in 
our new coach all day long---and we have bought an ocean 
of fine things. And to-morrow we go to the maſquerade ! 
and on Friday to the play! and on Saturday to the opera! 
and on Sunday we are to be at the what d'ye-call-it--- 
aſſembly, and ſee the ladies play at quadrille, and picquet, 
and ombre, and hazard, and bafſet! And on Monday we 
are to ſee the king! and ſo on Tueſday 

La. Wrong. Hold, hold, miſs! you muit not let your 
tongue run ſo faſt, child — you forget! you know I 
brought you hither to learn modeſty. 

Man. Yes, yes! and ſhe is improved with a ven- 
geance [ Aide. 

enny. Lawrd ! mama, I am ſure I did not ſay any 
harm ! and if one muſt not ſpeak in one's turn, one may be 
kept under as long as one lives, for ought I fee. 

4 La. Wrong. O' my conſcience, this girl grows ſo head- 
ron 
Sir Fran, Ay, ay, there's your fine growing ſpirit for 

you! Now tack it dawn an' you can. 

Jenny. All I ſaid, papa, was only to entertain my couſin 
Manly, 

Man, My pretty dear, I am mightily obliged to you, 

Jenny. Look you there now, madam. 

La. Wrong. Hold your tongue, I ſay. 

Jenny. [turning away and pouting.] I declare it, I won't 
bear it ; ſhe is always a ſnubbing me before you, fir !---. 
I know why ſhe does it, well enough---- 

[ 4/ide to the Count. 

C. Ba/, Huſh! huſh, my dear] don't be uneaſy at that! 
ſhe'tl ſuſpect us. [ Aide, 

Jenay. Let her ſuſpect, what do I care - I don't know 
but I have as much reaſon to ſuſpect as ſne- tho perhaps 
I'm not ſo fraid of her. | 

C. Baſ. [ Aide. | V'gad, if I don't keep a tight hand on 
my tit, here, ſhe'll run away with my project before I can 


bring it to bear. 

La. Wrong. [ Afede] Perpetually hanging upon him! 
The young harlot is certainly in love with him: but J muſt 
nat let them ſee I think fo—and yet I can't bear it,-Upon 


my 


wo, *, . ' Fas > wv — — 1 
ow a” wa ue oo -—_ * 
=o 


62 THE PROVOKED HUSBAND; Or, 


my life, Count, you'll ſpoil that forward girl=you ſhould 
not encourage her ſo, 

C. Baſ. Pardon me, madam, I was only adviſing her to 
obſerve what your ladyſhip ſaid to her, 

Man. Yes, truly her obſervations have been ſomething 
particular, [ Aide. 
C. Baſ. In one word, madam, ſhe has a jealouſy of 
row ladyſhip, and I am forced to encourage her, to 
lind it: *twill be better to take no notice of her be- 

haviour to me. 

La. Wrong. You are right, I will be more cautious. SS 

C. Baſ. To-morrow, at the maſquerade, we may f 8 
loſe her. S 

La. Wrong. We ſhall be obſerved. I'll ſend you a 
note, and ſettle that afftur———- go on with the girl, 
and don't mind me. | 4 

C. Baſ. I have been taking your part, my little angel. 

La. Wrong. Jenny ! come hither, child you muſt 
not be ſo haſty, my dear I only adviſe you for 
your good. 

Fenny, Yes, mama; but when I am told of a thing 
before company, it always makes me worſe, you know. 

Man. If I have any ſkill in the fair ſex, miſs, and her 
mama, have only quarrell'd, becauſe they are both of a 
mind. This facetious Count ſeems to have made a very 
genteel ſtep into the family. [ Aſide. 
| Enter Myrtilla. Manly talks apart with her. 

La. Wrong. Well, Sir Francis, and what news have you 
brought us, from Weſtminſter, to-day ? 

Sir Fran, News, madam ? I'cod! |] have ſome—and 
ſuch as does not come every day, I can tell you A 
word in your ear I have got a promiſe of a place at 
court of a thouſznd pawnds a year, already. 

La. Wrong. Have you ſo, fir? And pray who may you 
thank for it? Now! who's in the right? Is not this 
better, than thro ing ſo much away, 5 a ſtinkirg pack 
of fox-hounds, in the country ? Now your family may be 
the better fur it ! 

Sir Fran. Nay ! that's what perſuaded me to come up, 
my dove, | 

La. J/rong, Mighty well —᷑ come — let me have 
another hundred pounds then, 


Sir Fran, 
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Sir Fran. Another! child ? Waunds! you have bad 
one hundred this morning, pray what's become of that, 
my dear? 

La. Wrong. What's become of it? why I'll ſhew you, 
my love ! —Jenny ! have you the bills about you ? 

enry. Yes, mama, 

La. Wrong. What's become of it? why laid out, m 
dear, with fifty more to it, that I was forced to borrow & 
the Count here. 

Jenny. Ves, indeed, papa, and that would hardly do 
neither There's the account. 

ir Han. [turning over the bills. Let's ſee! let's ſee! 
what the devil have we got here? | 

Man, Then you have ſounded your aunt, you ſay, 
and ſhe readily comes into all I propoſed to you ? 

Myr. Sir, I'll anſwer, with my life, ſhe is moſt 
thankfully yours in every article: ſhe mightily defires ; DJ 


to ſee you, fir. 

Man, I am going home, directly: bring her to my 
houſe in half an hour; and if ſhe makes good what 
you tell me, you thall both find your account in it. 

Myr. Sir, ſhe ſhall not fail you. 

Sir Fran. Od's-life! madam, here's nothing but toys 
2nd trinkets, and fans, and clock-ſtockings, by wholeſale, 

La. Wrong. There's nothing but what's proper, and 
for your credit, Sir Francis Nay, you ſee, I am ſo 
092d a houſewife, that in neceſſaries for myſelf, I have 
icarce laid out a ſhilling. 

Sir Fran, No, by my troth, ſo it ſeems; for the devil 
00 one thing's here, that I can ſee you have any occaſion 
tor! | 

La. Wrong. My dcar! do you think I came hither to 
live out of the faſhion ? why the greateſt diſtinction of a 
ne lady in this town is in the variety of pretty things that 
me has no occaſion for 

Jenny. Sure, papa, could you imagine, that women of 
3ality wanted nothing but ſtays and petticoats ? 

La. Wrong, Now, that is ſo like him! 

Man. So! the family comes on finely. [ Afides 

La. Wrong.” Lard ! if men were always to govern, what 
do dies would they reduce their wives to ? ; 


Sir Fran. 
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Sir Fran. An hundred pounds in the morning, and want 
another afore night] Waunds and fire! the lord Mayor 
of London could not hold it at this rate! 

Man. O! do you feel it, fir ? [Alu. 

La. Wrong. My dear, you ſeem uneaſy : let me have 
the hundred pounds, and compo'e your ſelf. 

Sir Fran. Compoſe the devil, madam ! why do you 
conſider what a hundred pounds a day comes to in a year? 

La. Wrong. My life, it I account with you from one 
day to another, that's really all that my head is able to 
bear at a time But I'll tell you what I confider — 
I conſider, that my advice has got you a thouſand pounds 
a year this morning ———— That, now, methinks you 
might conſider, fir, 

Sir Fran. A thouſand a year ! Waunds, madam, but [ 
have not touch'd a penny of it yet! 

Man, Nor never will, Pll anſwer for him, [ A/ide, 

Enter *Squire Richard, 

"Squ. Rich. Feyther, and you doan't come quickly, the 
meat will be coal'd ; an I'd fain pick a bit with you. 

La. Wrong. Bleſs me, Sir Francis! you are not going 
to ſup by yourſelf ! 

Sir Fran, No, but I'm going to dine by myſelf, and 
that's pretty near the matter, madam, 

La. Wrong. Had not you as good ſtay a little, my 
dear ? we ſhall all eat in half a hour; and I was thinking 
to aſk my couſin Manly to take a family morſe] with us. 

Sir Fran. Nay, for my coulin's good company, I don't 
care if | ride a day's journey, without baiting. 

Man, By no means, Sir Francis: I am going upon a 
little buſineſs, 

| Sir Fran, Well, fir, I know you don't love compli- 
ments. 

Man. You'll excuſe me, madam oo i: 

La. Wrong. Since you have buſineſs, fir — 

[ Exit Manly. 


| Enter Mrs. Motherly. 
O, Mrs. Motherly ! you were ſaying this morning, you 
had ſome very fine lace to ſhow me——can't I ſee it now? 
[Sir Francis flares. 
Moth. Why, really, madam, I had made a ſort of a 
promiſe, to let the counteſs of Nicely have the firſt ſight 
of it, for the birth-day ; but your ladyſhip—— 
La. Mrong. 
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La. Wrong. O! I die, if 1 don't ſez it before her, 

Hu. Rich. Woan't you goa, feyther ? 

Sir Fran. Waunds! Id, I ſhall ha“ noa fo- þ Apart. 
mach at this rate ! 

Moth, Well, madam, though I ſay it, 'tis the ſweeteſt 
pattern that ever came over and for fineneſs no 
cobweb comes up to it 

Sir Fran, Ods guts and gizzard, madam ! Lace as fine 
as a cobweb! why, what the devil's that to coſt now ? 

; Mh. Nay, it Sir Francis does not like of it, ma- 
1 —— 
La. Wrong. He like it! Dear Mrs. Motherly, he 1s not 
to wear it. 

-e Fleſh, madam, but I ſuppoſe I am to pay 
or it! 3 

La. Wrong. No doubt on't! Think of your thouſand 
a year, and who got it you, go ! eat your dinner, and be 
thankful, go. [Driving him to the dior.) Come, Mrs, 
Motherly. 

[Exit Lady Wronghead with Mrs. Motherly, 

Sir Fran, Very fine! ſo here I mun faſt, *till I am 
almoſt famiſh'd for the good of my country ; while madam 
is laying me out an hundred pounds a-day in lace, as fine 
as a cobweb, for the honour of my family! Ods-fleſh! 
things had need go well, at this rate ! | 

gu. Rich, Nay, nay. come feyt- er. 
Ex. Sir Francis aud Squire Richard, 
Enter Mrs, Motherly. 
Moth. Madam, my lady defires you and the Count will 
leaſe to come and aſſiſt her fancy, in ſome of the new 
aces. 


C. Ba/. We'll wait upon her 


[Z.xit Mrs. Moth. 

Funny. So! I told you how it was! you ſee ſhe can't 
bear to leave us together. 

C. Baſ. No matter, my dear: you know ſhe has aſk'd 
me to ſtay ſupper: ſo, when your papa and ſhe are a-bed, 
Mrs, Myrtilla will let me into the houſe again ; then you 
may ſteal into her chamber, and we'll have a pretty ſneaker 
ot punch together, 

ow” Ay, ay, madam, you may command me any 
thing, 
Jenny. Well! that will be pure 

C. Baſ. 
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C. Baſ. But you had beſt go to her alone, my life: it Wy: 


will look better if I come after you. \ithe 
Jenny. Ay, ſo it will: and to-morrow, you know at e 
the maſquerade. * And then !—hey ! | x 
to bee 
Oh! I'll have a huſband ! ay, marry ; (.. 
For why ſhould l longer tarry, mall 
For why ſhould I longer tarry * 
Than other briſk girls have done ? arm 
For if 1 ſtay *till I grow grey, 0 YC 
* They'll call me old maid, and fuſty old jade; 05 
* So I'll no longer tarry ; I 1: 
But I'll have a huſband, ay, marry, 0 
* If money can buy me one, pio; 


« My mother ſhe {ys I'm too cunning ; 
And ſtill in my ears ſhe is drumming, 
And iti] in my ears ſhe is drumming, 
That I ſuch vain thoughts ſhovld thun t 
My Gſters they cry, Ofyl and O iy! 
* But yet I can ſee, they're as coming as me; 
So let me have buſbands in plenty: 
« I'd rather have twenty times twenty, 


* Than die an old maid undone,” Ex, firging. Ba 
Ayr, So fir ! am not I very commode to you ? ſq 
C. Baſ. Well, child! and don't you find your account 14 

in it? Did not l tell you we might ſtill be of uſe to one > 
another ? ( 
Mr. Well, but how ſtands your affair with Miſs in the 2 
main ? 8 
C. Baſ. O ſhe's mad for the maſquerade ! it drives like ih 
a nail, we want nothing now but a parſon, to clinch it. n 


Did not your aunt ſay ſhe could get one at a ſhort 
warning? | 

Myr. Yes, yes, my Lord Townly's chaplain 1s her couſin 
you know; he'll do your buſineſs and mine, at the ſame 
time. 

C. Ba/. O! it's true ! but where ſhall we appoint him? 
Ahr. Why you know my lady Townly's houſe is always 
open to the maſques upon a ball-night, before they go to 
the Hay-Market, 

C. 54/. Good, Mr. 
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Vir. Now the doctor propeſes, we ſhould all come 
ther in our habits, and when the rooms are full, we 
vay ſteal up into his chamber, he ſays, and there 
rack he'll give us all a canonical commiſſion to go 
to bed together. 

C. Baſ. Admirable! Well, the devil fetch me, if I 
ſnall not be heartily glad to ſee thee well ſettled, child. 

Myr. And may the black gentleman tuck me under his 
arm at the ſame time, if I ſhould not think myſelf obliged 
to you, as long as [ live, 

C. Be/. One kiſs, for old acquaintance ſake —=T' gad 
shall want to be buſy again! 

Myr. O you'll have one ſhortly that will find you em- 
ployment. But I mutt run to my 'ſquire. 

C. Baſe. And I to the ladies — ſo your humble ſer- 
rant, ſweet Mrs, Wronghead. | 

Myr, Yours, as in duty bound, moſt noble Count 
Baſſet, [Exit Myrtilla, 

(, Haſ. Why ay! Count! That title has been of ſome 
uſe to we indeed! not that I have any more pretence to it, 
than I have to a blue ribband, Yet, I have made a pretty 
conſiderable figure in life with it: I have loll'd in my own 
chariot, dealt at aſſemblies, dined with ambaſſadors, and 
made one at quadrille with the firſt women of quajiity—— 
Blit —— Tempera mutantur fince that damn'd 
ſquadron at White's have left me out ot their laſt ſecret, 
I am reduced to trade upon my own ſtock of induſtry, and 
make my laſt puſh upon a wife : if my card comes up right 
(which I think can't fail) I ſha'l once more cut a figure, 
and cock my hat in the face of the beſt of them ! for fin -: 
our modern men of fortune are grown wiſe enough to be 


| tharpers ; I think ſharpers are fools, that don't take up the 


airs of men of quality, [Exits 


ACT v. 


68 THE PROVOKED HUSBAND; Or, 
ACT V. The SCENE opens to a dreſſing room. 


Lady Townly, as fu up, walks to her toilet, 
keaning on Nrs. Truity. 


Trufty, EAR madam, what ſhould make you 
D ladyſhip ſo out of order ? hat's | 

La. Town. How is it poſſible to be well, where one uM Tra. 
kill'd tor want of ſleep ? ing, 

Trufly, Dear me! it was ſo long before you rung out a 
madam, I was in hopes your ladyſhip tad been fine Lo. * 
compoſeꝗ. | In qu 

La. Town. Compoſed ! why J have lain in an inn here medi 
this houſe is worſe than an inn with ten ſtage-coaches man 
What between my lord's impertinent people of buſineſs inanit 
a morning, and the intolerable thick thoces of footmen amy 
noon, one has not a wink all night, e tab 

Truly, Indeed, madam, it's a great pity my lord cant Ke — 
be perſuaded into the hours of people of quality — Finnin 
Though I muſt ſ.y that, madam, your ladyſhip is certainly N 11 
the beſt matrimonial manager in town. e no 

La. Town, Oh! you are quite miſtaken, Truſty ! | Wcoul. 
manage very ill ! for, notwithſtanding all the power I have, icul 
by never being over-fond of my lord—yet 1 want money ra 
infinitely oftener than he is willing to give it me. 

Tray. Ah! if his Lordſhip could but te brought to play 
bimſelf. madam, then he might feel w hat it is to want 
money, 

La. Town. Oh! don't talk of it! do you know that [ 
am undone, Truſty ? 

Truſly. Mercy forbid, madam ! 

La. Town, Broke! ruin'd ! plunder'd ! =— ftripp'd, 
even to a confiſcation of my laſt guinea, 


adam, 
is time 
. 


Truffy. You don't tell me fo, madam! Ti 
La. Town. And where to raiſe ten pounds in the world 55 
0 


—— What 1s to be done, Truſty? 
Trufty. Truly, I wiſh I were wiſe enough to tell you, Wat! 
madam : but may be your ladyſhip may have a run of 
better fortune upon ſome of the good company that comes 
here to-night. 
La. Town, But I have not a fingle guinea to try my 


fortune ! 
7705. 
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| Trufly. Hah ! that's a bad buſineſs indeed, madam 
dad! I have a thought in my head, madam, if it is not 
. Wo late 
La. Town, Out with it quickly then, I beſeech thee ! 
Tay. Has not the ſteward ſomething of fifty pounds, 
adam, that you left in his hands, to pay ſomebody about 
Sms 
La. Town. O! ay! I had forgot —'twas to a 
hat's his filthy name? 
Truſty. Now I remember, madam, *twas to Mr. Lute- 
ing, your old mercer, that your ladyſhip turn'd off, 
out a year ago, becauſe he would truſt you no longer. 
Ln. Town. The very wretch !—— if he has not paid it, 
In quickly, dear Truſty, and bid him bring it hither 
mediately - [Exit Truſty.] Well! ſure mortal 
man never had ſuch fortune! five! five, and nine, 
inſt poor ſeven for ever !— No! after that horrid bar 
my chance, that Lady Wronghead's fatal red fiſt upon 
e table, I ſaw it was impoſſible, ever, to win another 
ke Sit up all night! loſe all one's money! dream of 
inning thouſands ! wake without a ſhilling ! and then-— 
py like a hag I look! In ſhort the pleaſures of life 
e not worth this di ſorder! If it were not for ſhame now, 


could almoſt think lady Grace's ſober ſcheme not quite ſa 
ve, Wiculous It my wiſe lord could but hold his tongue 
ey Wr 2 week, 'tis odds but I ſhould hate the ton in a fort- 
[git — Burt I will not be driven out of it, that's poſit 
ay [Truſty returns, 
nt 72 7y O madam ! there is no bearing it! Mr. Lute- 


ing was juſt let in at the door, as I came to the ſtair-foot; 
4 hs ſteward is now actually paying him the money in 
e hall. | 
La. Town. Run to the flair-caſe head again 
d, Wream to him, that | muſt ſpeak with him this inſtant, 
[Truſly runs out, and ſpeaks. 
a hem! Mr, 


and 


Truſtv. Mr. Poundage 


d Fundage, a word with you quickly! thout 
FRG. [within,] Vil come to you pre- e 

„ Dady. 

f 

; Truſty. 
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Truſiy. Preſently won't do, man, you muſt} 
come this minute, j 


Pound, I am but juſt paying a little money, 
here. 

Truly. Cods my life! paying money? is the | 
man diſtracted? Come here, I tell you, to my | 
lady, this moment, quick! | 


© 
Nrn., 


[Truſty returns. 
La. Town. Will the monſter come or no — 


Truly. Yes, I hear him now, madam, ha is hobbling y 
as faſt as he can. 

La. Town, Don't let him come in 
ſuch a babbling about his accompts 
able to bear him. 


I[Poundage comes to the door with a money - bag in i 
had age 8 
and. 


Truſfly. O! it's well you are come, ſir! where's the fifty 

zunds ? 

Pound. Why here it is; if you had not been in ſuch 
haſte, I ſhould have paid it by this time- ————-the man'; 
now writing a receipt below for it. 

Truly. No matter! my lady ſays, you muſt not pa 
him with that money, there is not enough, it ſeems ; there's 
a piſtole, and a guinea, that is not good, in it — beſides, 
there is a miſtake in the accompt too——[ T witching the bu 
from him.] But ſhe is not at leiſure fo examine it now; { 
you muſt bid Mr. What-d”ye-call-um call another time, 

La. Town. What is all that noiſe there? 

Pound. Why and it pleaſe your ladyſhip——— 

La. Town. Pr'ythee ! don't plague me now, but do as 
you were order'd. 

Pound. Nay, what your ladyſhip pleaſes, madam —— 

| | [ Exit Poundage. 

Trufly. There they are, madam— [Pour the money oi 
of the bag.] The pretty things were ſo near falling into 
a naſty rradeſman's hands, I proteſt it made me tremble 
for them ——I fancy your ladyſhip had as good give me 
that bad guinea, for luck's ſake —— Thank you, madam. 

[ Takes a guints: 
La. Town. Why, I did not bid you take it. 

Truſly. No, but your ladyſhip look'd as if you were jul 
going to bid me, and ſo I was willing to fave you the 
trouble of ſpeaking, madam, 


for he will key 
my brain is ng 


La. Town 


Cri 


9:41, 


A JOURNEY TO LONDON. 52 


La. Town, Well! thou haſt deſerved it, and ſo, for 
once — but hark ! don't I hear the man making a noiſe 
yonder ? tho” I think now we may compound for a little 
of his ill humour, 

Trufty. I'll liſten, 

La. Town. Pr'ythee do. [ Truſty goes to the Moor. 

Truſly. Ay! they are at it, madam---he's iu a bitter 
paſſion with poor Poundage — bleſs me ! | believe he'll 
beat him——mercy on us! how the wretch ſwears ! 

La. Town. And a ſober citizen too ! that's a ſhame ! 

Traſty. Hab! I think a'l's filent of a ſudden — may be 
che porter has knock'd him down I'll ſtep and ſee——e 

| [Exit Truſty. 

La. Town. "Thoſe trades people are the troubleſomeſt 
creatures ! no words will ſatisfy them! 


: [Truſty returns. 
Truſty. O madam ! undone ! undone ! My lord has 


juſt bolted out upon the man, and 1s hearing all his pitiful 


ſiory over if your ladyſhip pleaſes to come hither, you 
may hear him yourſclt. 


La. Tous. No matter; it will come round preſently 3 


I ſhall have it all from my lord, without loſing a word by 
the way, I'll warrant you. 

Trufty. O lud! madam ! here's my lord juſt coming in. 

La. Tirwn. Do you get out of the way then. [ Exit 
Truſty.] I am afraid I want ſpirits ! but he will ſoon give 
'em me. 

Enter Lord Townly. 

L. Town, How comes it, madam, that a tradeſman 
dares be clamorous in my houſe, for money due to him 
from you ? 

La. Town. You don't expect, my lord, that I ſhould 


arſwer for other people's impertinence ! 


L. Town. I cxpect, madam, you ſhould anſwer for your | 


own extravagances, that are the occaſion of it thought 


I had given you money three months ago, to ſatisfy all 


theſe ſort of people ! 

La. Town. Ves, but you ſee they never are to be 
ſatisfied. | 

L. Town. Noram I, madam, longer to be abuſed thus! 
what's become of the lait five hundred I gave you? 

La. Town. Gone, © . 

4. Tows, Gone; what way, madam! 


La. Town, <4 
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La. Town, Half the town over, I believe, by this time, 
L. Town. "Tis well! I fee ruin will make no impreſſion, 
*till it falls upon you, | 
La. Town. In thort, my lord; if money is always the 
ſubjeCt of our converſation, I ſhall make you no anſwer, 
L. Town. Madam, madam ! I will be heard, and make 
you anſwer. 5 f 
La. Town, Make me! then I muſt tell you, my lord, 
this is a language I have not been uſed to, and I won't bear 
it, 
L. Town. Come! come, madam, you ſhall bear a 
great deal more, before I part with you, 
La. Town. My lod, if you inſult me, you will have as 
much to bear on your ſide, I can aſſure you. 
L. Town, Pooh! your ſpirit grows ridiculous ——you 
have neither honour, worth, or innocence to ſupport it ! 
La. Town. You'll "find, at leaſt, I have reſentment ! 
and do you look well to the provocation! 
JL. 7 wn, After thole you hive given me, madam, *tis 
almoſt infamous to talk with you, . 
La. Tawn. I ſcorn your imputation and your menaces ! 
the narrowneſs of your heart's your monitor ! 'tis there! 
there, my lord, you are wounded ; you have leſs to com- 


plain of than many huſbands of an equal rank to you. 


I. Town, Death, madam ! do you preſume upon your 


corporal: merit! that your perſon's leſs tainted than your 


mind ! is it there ! there alone an honeſt huſband can be 
injured ? Have you not evcry other vice that can debaſe 
your birth, or ſtain the heart of woman ? Is not your 
health, your beauty, huſband, fortune, family diſclaim'd, 
for nights conſumed in riot and extravagance ? The wan- 
ton does no more; if ſhe conceals her ſhame, does leſs: 
and ſure the diſſolute avowed, as ſorely wrongs my honour 


and my quiet. 
La. Town. I ſec, my lord, what fort of wife might 


3 pleaſe you. 


1 


L. Town, Ungrateful woman ! could you have ſeen 
yourſelf, you in yourſelf had ſeen her — I am amazed 


our legiſlature has left no precedent of a divorce for this 


more vifible injury, this adultery of the mind, as well as 


: 
: 
' 


that of the perſon! when a woman's whole heart is alie- 


| nated to pleaſures I have no ſhare in,.what is't to me, 
\ whether a black ace or a powder'd coxcomb has poſſeſſion 
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La. Town. If you have not found it yet, my lord, this | 
is not the way to get poſſeſſion of mine, depend upon it. 
L Town. That, madam, I have long deſpair'd of; 
and fince our happineſs cannot be mutual, tis fit that 
with our hearts our perſons too ſhould ſeparate—This 
houſe you ſleep no more in! Though your content might 
roſly feed upon the diſhonour of a huſband, yet my de- 


ä e— 4 —— — 


res would ſtarve upon the features of a wife. | 


La. Town. Your ſtyle, my lord, is much of the ſame 
delicacy with your ſentiments of honour. 

L. Toxwn, Madam, madam ! this is no time for com- 
pliments—I have done with you, 


La. Town. If we had never met, my lord, I had not 
broke my heart for it! but have a care! I may not, per- 
haps, be ſo eaſily recall'd as you imagine. 

L. Town. Recall'd !—Who's there! [ Enter à ſervant. } 
Deſire my ſiſter and Mr. Manly to walk up. [ Exit Ser vam. 

J. a. lown. My lord, you may proceed as you pleaſe; 
but pray what indiſcretions have I committed, that are 
not daily practiſed by a hundred other women of quality? 

L. Town. Lis not the number of ill wives, madam, 
that makes the patience of a huſband leſs contemptible : 
and tho” a bad one may be the beſt man's lot, yet he'll 
make a better figure in the world, that keeps his miſ- 
1 out of doors, than he that tamely keeps her 
within. e g 

La. Town. I don't know what figure you may make, 
my lord, but I ſhall have no reaſon to be aſhamed of mine, 
in whatever company I may meet you. 

L. Town. Be ſparing of your ſpirit, madam, you'll 
need it to ſupport you. { Enter Lady Grace, and Manly.] 
Mr. Manly, 4 an act of friendſhip to beg of you, 
which wants more apologies than words can make for it. 

Man. Then pray make none, my lord, that I may 
have the greater merit in obliging you. 

L. Town. Siſter, 1 have the ſame excuſe to intreat of 
you too. 

La. Grace. To your requeſt, I beg, my lord. 

J. Town. Thus then — as you both were preſent at 
my ill-conſider'd marriage, T-now deſire you each will 
be a witneſs of my determined ſeparation. — I know, 
fir, your good-nature, and 8 fiſter's, muſt be ſhock' d 
at the office I impoſe on you! But, as I don't aſk. your 
D juſtiti- 


— 7 — —— 
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juſtiſication of my cauſe, ſo I hope you are conſcious — 
that an ill woman cant reproach you, it you are filent 
upon her de. | | 

Man. My lord, I never thought till now it could be 
difficult to oblige you. 

La. Grace. | Afidr.] Heavens! how IT tremble !” 

L. Town, For you, my lady Townly, I necd not here 
repeat the provocations of my parting with you the 
world, I fear, is too well inform'd of them for the 
good lord, your dead father's fake, I will till ſupport 
you as his daughter As the lord Townly's wife, 
you have had every thing a fond huſband could beſtow, 
and (to our mutual ſhame I ſpeak it) more than happy 
wives defire But thoſe indulgences muſt end! tate, 
equipage, and ſplendor but ill become the vices that 
miſi.fe eim "The decent neceffarics of life ſhall be ſup- 
plied—but not one article to luxury! Not even the coach 
that wa'ts to carry you from hence, ſhall you ever uſe 
again! Your tender aunt, my l:dy Lovemore, with tears, 
this morning, has conſented to receive you ; where if 
time and your condition bring you to a due reflection, 
your allowance ſhall be increaſed -—— But, if you till 
are laviſh of your. little, or pine for paſt Ticentious plea- 
ſures, that little ſhall be leſs! nor will J call that foul 
my friend, that names you in my hearing! 

La. Grace. My heart bleeds for her ! AA ii. 

L. Town. O Manly! look there! turn back thy 
thoughts with me, and witneſs to my growing love! 
There was a time when I believed that form incapable 
of vice, or of decay! there I propoſed the partner of an 
ealy home ! there! I tor ever hoped to find a chearful 
companion, an agreeable intimate, a faithful friend, a 
uſeful help-mate, and a tender mother —— But oh! how 
bitter now the diſappointment ! 

Win. The world is different in its ſenſe of happineſs : 
oftended as you are, I know you will ſtill be juſt. 

L. Torn, Fear me not. 

Mun. This laſt reproach, I ſee, has ſtruck her. | Af. 

L. Town. No, let me not (though I this moment caſt 
her from my heart for ever) let me not urge her puniſh- 
ment beyond her crimes —— I know the world is fond of 
any tale that feeds its appetite” of ſcandal : and, as I am 
conſcious ſeverities of this kind ſeldom fail of imputa- 
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tions too groſs to mention, I here, before you both, ac- 
quit her of the leaſt ſuſpicion rai'ed againſt the honour of 
my bed. Therefore, when abroad her conduct may be 
queſtioned, do her fame that jullice, 

Lo. Town. O ſiſter! [Turns to La. Grace, weeping. 

L. Torvn, When I am ſpoken of, where without favonr 
this action may be canvals'd, relate but half my provo- 


cations, and give me up to cenſure. _ [ Going, 
La. Town, Support me! fave me! hide me from the 
world ! [ Falls n Lady Grace's neck, 


IL. Town, [ Returning. ] I had forgot me You 
have no ſhare in my reſentment, therefore, as you have 
lived in friendſhip with her, your parting may admit of 
gentler terms, than ſuit the honour of an injured huſband. 

| [Off ors to go ont. 

Man. | Interp ing.] My lord, you muſt not, ſhall 
not leave her thus! One moment's ſtay can do your cauſe 
no wrong! If looks can ſpeak the anguiſh of the heart, 
I'll anſwer with my life there's ſomething labouring in 
her mind, that would you bear the hearing, might de- 
ſerve it. | | 

J.. Town, Conſider ! ſince we no more can meet, preſs 
not my ſaying to inſult her. 

I. 2. Torn, Yet fiay, my lord —the little 1 would fay, 
will not deſerve an inſult ; and undeſerved, | know your 
nature gives it not. But as you've call'd in friends to 
witneſs your reſentment, let them be equal hearers of 
my laſt reply. | 

J.. Town, I ſhan't refuſe you that, madam—be it ſo. 

La. Town. My lord, you ever have complain'd I 
wanted love; but as you kindly have allow'd I never 
gave it to another; ſo when you h ar the ſtory of my 
heart, though you may ſtill complain, you will not won- 
der at my coldnefs. | | 

La. Gra, This promiſes a reverſe of temper. 

i o Apar 45 , 

Man. This, my lord, you are concern'd to hear! 

J.. Tawn, Proceed, I am attentive. 

La. Town. B fore | was your bride, my lord, the 
flattering world had talk'd me into beauty, which, at 
my glats, my youthful vanity confirm'd: wild with that 
fame, I thought mankind my flaves, I triumph'd over 
hearts, while all my pleaſure was their pain; yet was my 

f 2 own 
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own ſo equally inſenſible to all, that when a father's firm 


commands enjoyn'd me to make choice of one, I even 
there declined the liberty he gave, and to his own elec- 
tion yielded up my youth——His tender care, my lord, 
directed him to you—— Our bands were join'd ! bat ſtill 
my heart was wedded to its folly! My only joy was pow- 
er, command, ſociety, profuſeneſs, and to lead in plea- 
ſures! The huſband's. right to rule I thought a vulgar 
law, «© which only the deform'd or meanly ſpirited 
* obey'd!' I knew no directors but my paſſions; no 
maſter, but my will! Even you, my lord, ſometimes 
o'ercome by love, were pleaſed with my delights, nor 
then ſoreſaw this mad miſuſe of your indulgence 
And, though I call myſelf ungrateful while I own it, 
yet, as a truth, it cannot be denied — that kind indul- 
gence has undone me! it added ſtrength to my habitual 
tailings; and in a heart thus warm in wild unthinking 
life,” no wonder if the gentler ſenſe of love was loſt. 
N L. Town, O Manly! where has this creature's 
Heart been buried ! . þ dpart 
Man. If yet recoverable - how vaſt a treaſure ! 
La. Town: What I have ſaid, my Tord, is not my 
excuſe, but my confeflion ! My errors (give 'em, if you 
pleaſe, a harder name) cannot be offended ! No! What's 
im its nature wrong no words can palliate, no plea can 
alter! What then remains in my condition, but rebg- 
nation to your pleaſure ? Time only can convince yorr of 
my future conduct: therefote, *till I have lived an ob- 
ect of forgiveneſs, I dare not hope for pardon The 
; penance of a lonely contrite life were little to the inno- 
cent; but to have deſerved this ſeparation, will ſtrew 
+ perpetual thorns upon my pillow. OM EEE 
| © Ta. Grace. O happy, beavenly hearing!“ 
. Siſter, farewel! [K ſing ber.] Your virtue 
needs no warning from the ſhame that falls on me: but 
= When you think I have attoned my follies paſt per- 
& ſuade your injured brother to forgive them. 
= LU, Tous. No, madam! your errors thus renounced, 
© this inſlant are forgotten! So deep, ſo due a ſenſe of 
them, bas made you what my utmoſt wiſhes form'd, and 
al my heart has hich'd for. 
L. Town. [turning to Lady Grace.] How odious does 


mis goodneſs make me! 
1. 1 . 8 8 C La. Grace. 
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La. Grace. How amiable your thinking ſo!' 

I. Town, Long-parted friends, that paſs through eaſy 
voyages of life, receive but common gladneſs in theic 
meeting : but from a ſhipwreck ſaved, we mingle tears 


with our embraces ! [ Embracing Lady Townly. 


La. Town, What words ! what love! what duty can 

repay ſuch obligations ? | | 
. Town, Preſerve but this deſire to pleaſe, your power 
is endleſs ! bh | 7 

La. Town. Oh l- till this moment, never did I know, 
my lord, I had a heart to give you! | 

L. Town. By Heaven, this yielding hand, when firſt it 
gave you to my wiſhes, preſented not a treaſure more 
deſirable ! O Manly! fiſter! as you have often 
ſhared in my diſquiet, partake of my felicty ! my new- 
born joy! See here the bride of my deſires! this may be 
call'd my wedding day ! 

La. Grace. Siſter ! (for now methinks that name 1s 
dearer to my heart than ever) let me congratulate the 
happineſs that opens to you. 

Mar. Long, long, and mutual may it flow ——— 

L, Nas, 15 2 our happineſs compleat, my dear, 
join here with me to give a hand, that amply will repay 
the obligation. 

La. Town, Siſter ! a day like this —— 


La. Grace. Admits of no excule againſt the general 
[ Gives her hand to Manly. Þ 


Joy 


Man. A joy like mine deſpairs of words to ſpeak 


it 


the brother! [ Embracing him. 
Man, Your words, my lord, will warm me to deſerve 


them. 
La. Town, Siſter, to your unerring virtue I now com- 


mit- the guidance of my future days 


Never the paths of pleaſure more to tread, 
But where your guarded innocence ſhall lead. 
For in the married ſtate, the world muſt own, 
Divided happineſs was never known, 

To make it mutual, nature points the way: 


Let huſbands govern : gentle wives obey, [Ext 


L. Ta:w:. O Manly ! how the name of friend endears 


F 


4 
# 
* 


78 THE PROVOKED HUSBAND; Or, 


SCENE, another Ro:m at Lord Townly's. 
Enter Manly and a Servant, 


Serv. Sir Francis Wronghead, fir, defires to ſpeak with 
ou. 
, Man. Deßre him to walk in. — [ Exit Serwant.) 1 
ſuppoſe by this time his wife worſhip begins to find, that 
the balance of his journey to London 1s on the wrong 
hide. | Enter Sir Francis] Sir Francis, your ſervant ; how 
came I by the favour of this extraordinary viſit ? 

Sir Fran, Ah! couſin ! 

Man. Why that ſorrowful face, man? 

Sir Fran, I have no friend alive but you 

Man. I am ſorry for that — but what's the matter? 

Sir Fran. J have play'd the fool by this journey, I ſec 
now—- for my bitter wife — 

Man. What of her? 

Hr Fran. Is playing the devil! 

Man. Why truly, that's a port that moſt of your fine 
ladies begin with, as ſoon as they get to London. 

S'r Fran, |f 1 am a living man, couſin, ſhe has made 
away with above two hundred and fifty pounds ſince 
yeſterday morning | REBT 1 

Man. Hah ! I ſee a good houſewife will do a great 
deal of work in a little time. 

Sir Fran, Work do they call it ? Fine work indeed ! 
Man. Well! but how do you mean, made away with 
it? What, ſhe has laid it out, may be— but I ſuppoſe 
you have an account of it. | | 

Sir Fran, Les, yes, I have had the account indeed; 
but I mun needs ſay, it's a very forry one. 

Man. Pray let's Re” 

Sir Frau- Why, firſt, | let her have an hundred and 
fifty, to get things handſome about her, to let the world 
ſee that I was — ! and I thought that ſum was 
very gcnteel. | | 

Man. Indeed I think ſo ; and, in the country, might 

have ſerved her a twelve-month. 
' Sir Fran. Why ſo it might — but here in this fine 
tawn, forſooth.! it could not get through four- and twenty 
hours for, in half that time, it was all ſquandercd 
away in baubles, and new-faſhion'd trumpery. 
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Mar. O! for ladies in London, Sir Francis, all this 
might be neceſſary. : 

S'r Fran, Noa | theere's the plague on't ! the devil o“ 
one uſeful thing do I fee for it, but two pair of laced 
ſhoes, and thoſe ſtond me in three paund three ſhillings a 
pair too. | 

Mau. Dear fir ! this is nothing! Why we have city 
wives here, that, while their good man is ſelling three 
penny-worth of ſugar, will give you twenty pound tor 
a ſhort apron. | Ba 

Sir Fran. Mercy on us! What a mortal poor devil is a 


huſband ! | — * 
Man. Well, but I hope you have nothing elſe to com- 
plain of? 


Sir Frau. Ah! would I could ſay ſo too but 
there's another hundred behind yet,.. that goes more to 
my heart than all that went before it. 

Jar. And how might that be diſpoſed of? 

Sir Frau. Troth, 1 am almoſt athamed to tell you, 

Jan. Out with it. 

Sir Fran. Why ſhe has beeh at an aſſembly, 

Man. What, ſince I ſaw you ! I thought you had all 
ſupt at home laſt night? ts 

Sir Frau. Why ſo we did —and all as merry as grigs 
I' cod! my heart was 1ſo open, that I toſfs'd 
another hundred into her apron, to go out early this 
morning with———But the cloth was no ſooner taken 
away, than in comes my lady "Towhly here( —--who 
between you and I—mum! has had the devil to pay 


yonder—) with another rantipol dame of quality, and 
out they muſt have her, they ſaid, to introduce 2 at 


my fady Noble's aſſemibly forſooth — a few words, you 
may be füre, made N ſo, bawnce! and 
— * as if the devil had got into the coach -· box 


—ſo about four or hve in the morning ——home come 
madam wittr her foot deep in her head 
and my poor Hun. red po nds left behind her at the 
hazard tate 27 rt as A DR att — 
Ma. All loſt at dice! | q 
Her Fran, Every fhillin among. a parcel of 
pig-tail puppies, — e-faced women of quality, © 
Max. But pray, Sir Francis, how came you,*after you 
found her ſo itt an Houſewife of one ſum, 1o ſoon to traſt. 
r AD; = "Jo 
TAS 
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Sir Fran, Why truly, I mun ſay that was partly my 
own fault: for if I had not been a blab of my tongue, 1 
believe that laſt hundred might have been ſaved. 

Man. How ſo ? 

Sir Fran, Why, like an owl, as I was, out of good- 
will, forſooth, artly to keep her in humour, I muſt 
needs tell her of the thouſand pounds a year I had juſt 
got the promiſe of I” cod | ſhe lays her claws upon 
it that moment ſaid it was all owing to her advice, 
and truly ſhe would have her ſhare on't. 

Min. What, before you had it yourſelf} , 

Sir Fran. Why ay ! that's what I told her—— My dear, 
jaid I, mayhap I mayn't receive the firſt quarter on't 
this half year. 

Man, Sir Francis, I have heard yon with a great deal 
of patience, and [I really feel compaſſion for you. 

Sir Fran. Truly, — well you may, couſin; for 1 
don't ſee that my wife's goodneſs is a bit better for 
bringing to London. 

Man. If yon remember, I gave you a hint of it. 

Sir Fran. Why ay, it's true you did To : but the devil 
/ himſelf could not have believed ſhe would have rid poſt to 


= — 


him. 


--- 


Sir Fran, Ah! this London is a baſe plzce indeed 
waunds, if things ſnould happen to go wrong with me at 
Weſtminſter,” at this tate, how the evil ſhall I keep out 
of a goal. at Bos wr — | 

Manu. Why truly, there ſeems to me but one way to 
avoid it. — | © 
Sir Fran, Ah! would you could tell me that couſin. 

Man. Thie way lies plain before you, fir; the ſame 
road that brought you hither will carry you ſafe home 
again. | 
9 From, Od's-fleſh ! coufin, what! and leave a thou- 
ſand pounds a year behind me ? : 

Man. Pooh ! pooh ! leave any thing behind you but 
your family, and you are a ſaver by it. 

Sir Frau. Ay, but” conſider, couſin, what a ſcurvy 
figure ſhatl I niake in the country, if I come dawn with- 


awt it! 
Man. 
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Man, You will make a much more lamentable figure 
in a goal without it. 

Sir Fran. Mayhap at yow have no great opinion of it 
then, couſin ? | 

Man. Sir Francis, to do you the ſervice of a real friend, 
I muſt ſpeak very plainly to you: you don't yet ſee half 
the ruin that's before you | 

Sir Fran. Good lack! how may yow mean, couſin ? 

Man. In one word, your whole affairs ſtand thus 
In a week, you will lofe your ſeat at Weſtminſter : in a 
fortnight, my lady will run you into a goal, by keeping 
the beſt company — In four-and-twenty hours, your 
daughter will run away with a ſharper, becauſe ſhe has 
not been uſed to better company: and your ſon will ſteal 
into marriage with a caſt miſtreſs, becauſe he has not 
been uſed to any company at all. 

Sir Frau, T'th* name o' goodneſs why ſhould yow think 
all this ? 

Man. Becauſe, I have proof of it; in ſhort, I know 
ſo much of their ſecrets, that if all this is not prevented 
to-night, it will be out of your power to do it to-morrow 
morning. 

ir Fran. Mercy upon us! yow ßighten m 
waunds! if what you tell me be true, I'll ſtuff my whole 
family into a ſtage- coach, and trundle them into the 
country agam on Monday morning. 

Man. Stick to that, ſir, and we may yet find a way to 
redeem all: in the mean time, place yourſelf behind this 
icreen, and for the truth of what I have told you, take 
the evidence of your own. ſenfes ; but be ſure you keep 
cloſe *till I give you the ſignal. Fs 7 

Sir Fran. Sir, ll warrant you= Ah! my lady! 
my lady Wronghead! what a bitter buſineſs have you 
drawn me into ! ; 


* to your poſt; here comes one couple al- 
ready, 2 | | 


[Sir Francis retires behind the ſerren. Ex. Mans. 
Emer Myrtilla, with Squire Richard. 
'Squ. Rich. What ! is this the doctor's chamber? 
Myr. Yes, yes; ſpeak ſoftly. = : 
Seu. Rich. Well, but where is he? | 
Myr. He'll be ready for us preſently, but he ſays he 
cannot do us the good turn without witneſſes : ſo, when, 


D 5 the. 
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the Count and your fiſter come, you know, he and you 
may be fathers for one another, : 

Su. Rich. Well, well, tit for tat! ay, ay, that will 
be friendly. | | 

Myr. And ſec ! here they come. 

Enter Count Baſſet, and Miſs Jenny. 

C. Ba}. So, ſo, here's your brother, and his bride, 
before us, my dear. 

Jenny. Well, I vow, my heart's at my mouth il) ! 
I thought I ſhould never have got rid of mamma! but 
while ſhe ſtood gaping upon the dance, I gave her the flip! 
—lawd ! do but feel how it beats here, | 

C. Bay. O the pretty flutterer ! [ proteſt, my dear, you 
have put mine into the ſame palpitation |! 5 

Jenny. Ah! vou fay fo but let's ſee now 
— — =} OO lud ! I vow it thumps purely well, 
well, I ſee it will do, and ſo where's the parſon ? = 

C. Baſ. Mrs. Myrtilla, will you be ſo good as to ſee 
it the doctor's ready for us? | 

Myr. He only ſtaid for you, fir: I'll fetch bim im- 
mediately. e e, 

Jenny. Pray, fir, am not I to take place of mamma, when 
I'm a counteſs ? 97 

C. Baſ. No doubt on't, my dear. 

Jenny, Oh lud! how her back will be up then, when 
ſhe meets me at an aſſembly ! or you and I in our coach 
and fix, at Hyde-Park together! © OO | 

C. Ba. Ay! or when ſhe hears the box-keepers, at an 
opera, call out The Counteſs of Baſſet's TS as, 

Jenny. Well, I foy it, that will be delicious [. And then, 
may hap, to have a fine gentleman with a ſtar and a what- 
d'ye-callum ribbon, lead me to my chair, with his hat 
under his arm all the way! Hold up, fays the chairman; 
and ſo, ſays I, My lord, your humble ſervant. I ſuppoſe, 
madam, 1ays he, we fall fee you at my lady Qradrille's ! 
Ay. ay, to be ſure, my lord, ſays 1 So in 1wyops me, 
with my hoop ſtuff'd up to my forchead ! and away they 
trot, ſwing | ſwang! with my roflils dangling, and my 
flambeaux blazing, and——O ! it's a charming thing to 
be a woman of quality e 

C. Baſ. Well! J ſee that plainly, my dear, there's 
ne'er a ducheſs of em all will become an equipage, like 
you. | 


Jenny. 


al 
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Jenny. Weil, well, do you find equipage, and III find 
airs, I warrant you. EIT an [ Sings. 


I, 


© What tho' they call me country lafs, 
I read it plainly in my glaſs, 
That for a ducheſs I might paſs : 

O, could I ſee the day! 
Would fortune but attend my call, 
At park, at play, at ring and ball, 
I'd brave the proudeſt of ther all, 

* With a ſtand by —=clear the way. 


— — 


* 


* 


II. 


Surrounded by a crowd of beaux, 

With ſmart tougees, and powtder'd cloaths, 
At rivals I'll turn up my noſe ; 

* O, could l ſee the day! 

I'll dart ſuch glances from theſe eyes, 
Shall make ſome lord, or duke my prize ; 
And then, O! how I'll tyrannize, 

With a ſtand by clear the way. 


III. 


* 


« O! then for every new delight, 

« Forcquipage and diamonds bright, 

* Quadrille, and plays, and balls, all night ; 
O, could ſee the day! | 

Ot love and joy I'd take my fill, 

The tedious hours of life to kill, 

In every thing I'd have my will, 
With a ſtand by —=clear the way.“ 


Squ. Rich. Troth ! I think this maſquerading the 
merrieſt game that ever | ſaw in my life! thof' in my 
mind, and there were but a little wreſtling, or cudgel- 
playing naw, it would help it hugely ! = but what a- 
"ope makes the parſon ſtay fo ? | | 

C. Baſ. Oh! here he comes, I believe. 


D 6 Enter 
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Enter Myrtilla, with a Conſtable. 
Con. Well, madam, pray which is the party that wants 
a ſpice of my office here? 
Myr. That's the gentleman. [ Pointing to the Count. 
C. Ba/. Hey-day! what! in maſquerade, doctor? 
Conft. Doctor! Sir, I believe you have miſtaken your 


man: but if you are called Count Baſſet, I have a billet- 


doux in my hand for you, rhat will ſet you right preſently. 

C. Baſ. What the devil's the meaning of all this ? 

Confe. Only 7 Lord Chief Juſtice S Warrant againſt 
you for forgery, fir, 

C. Paſ. Blood and thunder! 

Con. And fo, fir, if you pleaſe to pull off your fool's 
frock there, I'll wait upon you to the next juſtice of peace 
immediately. 

Jenny. O dear me! what's the matter? [ Trembling. 
C. Ba/. Oh ! nothing, only a maſquerading frolic, my 


dear, 
*$qnu. Rich. Oh ho! is that all? 
Sir Fran, No, firrah ! that is not all. 
[Sir Francis coming ſe Iy behind the Squire knocks 
him down with his cane. 
Enter Manly. | 
Su. Rich. O lawd! Olawd! he has beaten my brains 
out! . 
Man. Hold, hold, Sir Francis, have a little mercy upon 
my poor godſon, pray ſir. 
Sir Fran. Waunds, couſin, I han't 3 
C. Baj. Manly ! nay, then I am blown to the devil. 
| 5 | Gy : DL Aſide. 


4 | N 
/. Rich. O miy head! * head! 
Enter Lady Wronghead. 

La. Wreng. What's the matter here gentlemen ? for 
heaven's Take ! what, are you murdering my children ? 

Confl. No, no, madam, no mutther ! only a liitle 
ſuſpicion of felony, that's all. 

Sir Fran, [To Jenny] And for you, Mrs. Hot-upon't, I 
could find it in my heart to make you wear that habit as 
long as you live, you jade you. Do you know, . 
that you, were within two minutes of marrying a pic 

r | 
C. Baſ, So, ſo, all's out, I find, LA ds. 

Jenny. 
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Jenny. O the mercy !—why pray, papa, is not the 
Count a man of quality then? 

Sir Fran. O yes! one of the pnbang anf it ſeems, 

La. Wrong. 22 Married! O the confident thing! 
there was his urgent buſineſs then ſlighted for her! 
| han't patience! -and for ought | know, I have 
been all this while making a friendſhip with a highway- 
man ! 

Man. Mr. Conſtable ! ſecure that door there, 

Sir Fran, Ah my lady ! my lady ! this comes of your 
Journey to London! but now I'll have a frolic of my own, 
madam ; therefore pack up your trumpery this very night, 
for the moment my horſes are able to craw], you and your 
brats ſhall make a journey into the country again. 

La. Wrong. Indeed you are miſtaken, Sir Francig—I 
ſhall not ſtir out of town yet, I promiſe you. 

Sir Fran, Not ſtir ! waunds ! madam— 

Man. Hold, fir--if you'll give me leave a little-I 
fancy I ſhall prevail with my lady to think better on't. 

Sir Fran, Ah! couſin! you area friend indeed! 

Man. | Apart to my /ady.] Look you, madam, as to the 
favour you deſign'd me, in ſending this ſpurious letter in- 
cloſed to my lady Grace, all the revenge I have taken, is 
to have ſaved your ſon and daughter from ruin Now if 
you will take them fairly and quietly into the country, 
again, I will ſave your ladyſhip trom ruin. 

La. Wrong. What do you mean, fir ? 

Man. Why, Sir Francis—=—ſhall never know what is 
in this letter ;—look upon it. How it came into my hands 
you ſhall know at leiſure. W N e 

La. Wrong. Ha! my billet doux to the Count! and 


2» 4 


Sir Fran. Ah couſin ! I doubt I am obliged to you for 
t. | 
Man, Come, come, Sir Francis! take it as you find it. 
Obedience in a wife is a good ching, though it were —_— 
— Ae eee, 
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ſo wonderful! And now, fir, we have nothing to 
do but to diſpoſe of this gentleman. 

C. Baſe. Mr. Manly ! fir ! IT hope you won't ruin me. 
Man. Did not you forge this note for five hundred 
pounds, fir ? : 

C. Baſ. Sir—l ſee you know tHe world, and therefore 
I ſhall not pretend to prevaricate--But as it has hur: nobody 
yet, fir! I beg you will not ſtigmatize me !- -Since you 
have ſpoil'd my fortune in one family, I ho; e you won't 
be fo cruel to a young fellow, as to pur it out of my power, 
ſir, to make it in another, ſir. „„ 

Man. Look you, fir, I bave not much time to waſte 
with you: but, if you expect mercy yourſelf, you muſt 
ſnew it to one you have been cruel to. 

Er Cen fr 

Man. Have not you ruin'd this young woman? 

C. Baſe I, fir! 

Man. I know you have therefore you can't blame 
her, if, in the ſact you are charged with, ſhe is a principal 
witneſs againſt you. However, you have one, and one 
only chance to get off with. Marry her this inſtant ——— 
and you take off her -vidence, 3 

C. Baſ. Dear fir ! 

Man. No words, fir ;—a wife, or a mittimus, 


C. Baſ. Lord, fir! this is the moſt urimerciful mercy ! 


Man. A private penance, or a public one con- 


ſtable ! 
: C. Baſ. Hold, fir, fince you are pleaſed to give me my 
choice, Iwill not make ſo ill a compliment to the lady as 
not to give her the preference. e e e of oc 
Man. It muſt be done this minute, fir : the chaplain you 
expected is ſtill within call. e 
C. Baf.. Well, fir, — fince it muſt be ſo Come, 
ſpouſe I am not the firſt of the fraternity that has run 
his head into one nooſe, to keep it out of another. 
Mr. Come, fir, don't repine > marriage is, at wortt, 


but playin — the ſquare. | 

e Faß. Ay, but the worſt of the match too, is the 
devil. 

"Man. Well, ſir, to let you ſee it is not ſo bad as you 


think it; as a reward for her honeſty, in detecting your 
practices, inſtead of the forged bill *you” would have put 


7 : upon 
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vpon her, there's a real one, of five hundred pounds, to 
begin a new Honey moon with. [ Gives it to Myrtilla. 

C. Baſ. Sir, this is ſo geneious an aft—— 

Man, No compliments, dear fir I am not at lei- 
ſure now to receive them. Mr. Conſtable, will you be 
ſo good as to wait upon this gentleman into the next room, 
and give this lady in marriage to him ? 

Conft. Sir, Tas it faithfully, 

C. Baſ. Well! five hundred will ſerve to make a hand- 
ſome puſh w 1th, however. 

'TFxwunt Count, Myrtilla, and Conflable, 

Sir Fran, And that I may be ſure my tamily's rid of him 
for ever come, my lady, let's even take our children 
along with us, and be all witneſs of the ceremony 

[ Ex. Sir Fran. Lady Wronghead, Miſs, and Squire. 

Man. Now, my lord, you may enter. 

F. wter Lord and I. ady Townly, and Lady Grace. 

J. Town. So, fir, I give you joy of their negociation, 

Man. You overheard it all, I preſume 

La. Grace. From firſt to 1:ſt, fir. 

L. Town, Never were knaves and foois better diſpoſed 
of, 

Man. A fort of poetical juſtice, my lord, not much 
above the judgment of a modern comedy. 

L. Town, To heighten that reſemblance, I think, ſiſter, 
there only wants Four rewardin# the hero of the fable, by 
naming the day of his happ ineſs. 

La. Grace, This day, cine, every hour, I hope, 
of life to come, will ſhew I want not inclination to com- 
pleat it. 

Man, Whatever I may want, madam, you will always 
find endeavours to deſerve you. 

L. Town. Thenall are happy. 

La. Town, Siſter, I. give you joy ! © conſummate as_the 
* happieſt pair can boalt,” 

In you, methinks, as in a glaſs, I ſee 
The happineſs that once advanc'd to me. 
So viſible the bliſs, ſo plain the way, 
How was it poſſible my ſenſe could ſtray? 
But now, a convert to this truth I come, 
That married happineſs is never found from home. 
[ Exeunt omnes. 
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I NXS hear ſome porwder'd critics ſay, 
Damn it ! this wife reform*d has ſpoil'd the play! 
«© The coxcomb ſhould have drawn her more in faſhion, 
%% Have gratified her ſofter inclination, 
Have tipt her a gallant, and clinch'd the provocation, 
But there our bard flops ſhort : for tauere uncivil 
T have made a modern belle, all o'er a devil ! 
He hop d, in honour of the ſex, the age 
Would bear one mended woman on the flage. 
From whence, - you ſte, by common ſenſe*s rules, 
Wives might be govern'd, were not huſbands fools, 
I hate er by nature dames are prone to do, 
IP. ſeldom ſtray but when they govern you, 
When the wild wife perceives ber deary tame, 
No wonder then ſhe plays him all the game. 
But men of ſenſe meet rarely that diſaſter ; 
Women take pride where merit is their maſter: 
Nay, Jhe that with à auc man wiſely lives, 
Will ſeem t obey the due commands he gives! 
Happy obedience is no more a wonder, 
en men are men, and keep them kindly under. 
But modern conforts are ſuch 6 
They think a huſband”s power degrades their features; 
That nothing more proclaims a reigning beauty, 
Than that ſbe never was reproach d with duty: 
And that the greateſt bleſſing beau &er ſent, 
Is in a ſpouſe incurious and content. 
Do give ſuch dames a different caſt of thought, 
By calling home the mind, theſe ſcenes were wrought, 
V with a hand too rude, the taſt is done, 
We hope the ſcheme, by Lady Grace laid down, 
With all ſuch freedom with the ſex attone, 
That virtue there unſoil'd, by modiſh art, 
Throws out attractions for a Man'y*s Heart. 
You, you then, ladies, whoſe ung ugſtion' d lives 
Give you the foremoſt fame of happy wives, 
Protect, for its attempt, this helpleſs play; | 7 
Nor leave it to the vulgar taſte, a prey; 
Appear the frequent Ronde of its cauſe, 
Dire&} the crowd, and give yourſelves applauſe. 
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thoſe that have been printed ſince that Publication, in 


the ſame elegant Manner, 


Abramule, by Dr. Trapp 

Achilles, by Gay 

Adventures of Half an Hour, 
by Bullock 

Aſop, by Vanbrugh 

Agis, by Mr. Home 

Albion and Albanius, by 
Dryden 

Albion Queens, by Banks 

A\chemiit, by Ben Jonſon 

Alcibiades, by Otway 

* All for Love, by Dryden 

Amboyna, by Dryden 

Amphitryon, by Dryden 

Amphitryon, altered by 
Dr. Hawkeſworth 

Anatomiſt, by Ravenſcroft 

Antony and Cleopatra, by 
Shakſpeare 

Arden of Feverſham, by 
Lillo 

Artaxerxes, by Dr. Arve 

Artful Huſband, by Taver- 
ner 5 

Artifice, by Mrs. Centlivre 

As you like it, Shakſpeare 

haliah, by Duncombe 

irengzebe, by Dryden 

" Barbarofſa, by Brown 

Bartholomew Fair, by Ben 

| Jonſon 

daſſet Table, by Centlivre 
Beaux Stratagem, by 
Farquhar 


* Beggars Opera, by Gay 

Biter, by Rowe 

* Bo'd Stroke for a Wife, 
by Mrs. Centlivre 

Britiſh Enchanters, by Lanſ- 
downe 

* Brothcrs, by Dr. Young 

Bufiris, by Dr. Young 

* Buſy Body, by Centlivre 

Cæſar in Egypt, by Cibber 

* Careleſs Huſband, by Do. 

Cariline, by Ben Jonſon 

Cato, by Addiſon 

Cheats of Scapin, by Otway 

Chances, by the Duke of 
Buckingham 

* Chances, by Garrick 

Chaplet, by Moſes Mendez 

Cleomenes, by Dry den 

Cobler of Preſton, by Bul- 
lock 

Comedy of Errors, by Shak- 
ſpeare 

Comical Lovers, by Cibber 

* Commutee, by Howard 

* Confederacy, Vanbrugh 

Conqueſt of Granada, by 
Dryden 

* Conſcious Lovers, by Sir 
R. Steele 

* Conſtant Couple, by 
Farquhar 


Conſtantine 


P L A XS printed for W. LowxpEs. 


Ceed the Great, by 
Lee 


Contrivances, by H. Carey 


* Corjolanus, by Shakſ eare 
Country Lafles, ly C. John- 
ſon 


Country Wife, by Wycherley 


Country Wife, altered by 
Garrick 

Country Wit, by Crown 

* Cymbeline, by Garrick 

Damon and Phillida, by 
Mr. Didbin 

Devil of a Wite, by Jevon 

Devil to Pay, by Coffey 

* Diſtreſt Mother, by A. 
Philips 

Don Carlos, by Otway 

* Double Dealer, by Con- 
greve 

* Double Galiant, by Cibber 

Douglas, by Mr. Home 

Dragon of Wantley, by H, 
Care 

Drummer, by Addiſon , 

Duke and no Duke, by Sir 
A. Cockain 

Duke of Guiſe, by Dryden 

Earl of Efſex, by Banks 

* Earl of Eſſe x, oy o es 


Earl of Warwick, Dr, 
Franklin 
Edward the Black Prince, 
by Shirley 


Evening's Love, by Dryden 

* Every Man in his Hu- 
mour, by Garrick 

* Fair Penitent, by Rowe 

Fair Quaker of Deal, by C. 
Shadwell | 

Falſe Friend, by Vanbrugh 

Fatal Secret, by Theobald 


Flora, or Hob in the Well, 
by Hippilley 

Fox, by Ben Jonſon 

* Foundling, by Mr. Moor: 

Friendſhip in Faſtnun, by 
Ot way 

* Funeral, by Steele 

Gameſter, by Mrs. Centliv'r 

* Gameſter, by Mr. Moore 

Gentle Shepherd, by Ramſay 

* George Barnwell, by Lillo 

Gil Blas, by Moore 

G!:oriana, by Lee 

Great Favourite, by Howard 

* Grecian Davghter, by 
Mr. Murphy 

Greenwich Park, by 
Mountfort 

* Hamlet, by Shakſpcare 

Henry IV. 2 parts 


— 
— 
A” 


} 


Henry V. 7 5 
Henry VI. 3 pars ( f 
* Henry VIII "i 


Henry V. by Hill 

Heneſt Yorkſhireman, by 
Carey 

Humours of Purgatory, by 
Griffin 

* Hypocrite, by Mr. 
Bickerttaff, ; 

Jane Gray, by Rowe 

* Jane Shore, by Rowe 

* Inconſtant, by Farquhar 

* Iſabella, by Garrick 

Hand Princeſs, by Morteux 

* Julius Cæſar, Shakſpears 

King Charles I, by Havard 

* King John, by Shakſpeart 

King Lear, by Tate 

King Lear, by Shakſpeare 

* King Lear, by Garrick 

Limberham, by Dryden 


# Lionel 
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PLAYS printed for W. LownDpEs. 


„Lionel and Clariſſa, by 
Mr, Bickerſt.ﬀ 

Litigants, by Ozell 

Love for Love, by Congreve 

Lore in a Miſt, by -Cun- 
ningham 

Lore in a Tub, by Etherege 

* Love makes a Man, by 
C. Cibber 

Love's laſt Shift, C. Cibber 

love in a Villige, by Mr, 
Bickerſtaft 

Love's Labour Loſt, by 
Shakſ peare 

Love J'riumphant, Dryden 

Lring Lover, by Steele 

* Macbeth, by Shakſpeare 

* Mihomer, by Miller and 

5 Dr. Hoadley 

Maid of the Mill, by 
9 Bicker ſtaff 

J Man of Mode, by Etherege 
i {WMariamne, by Fenton 

Maſſacre at Paris, by Lee 

M Medea, by Mr. Glover 
I Meaſure for Meaſure, by 
b) Shakſpeare 

Merchant of Venice, by 

Shakſpeare 

Merope, by A. Hill 

Merry Wives of Windſor, 

by Shakſpeare 


har 


liller of Mansfield, by Mr. 
Dodſley 
teu Minor, by Mr. Foote 
ears BF Miſer, by Fielding 
ard WWlitake, by Vanbrugh 
peart Mourring Bride, by Con- 
 preve 
_ Much ado about Nothing, 


by Shakſpeare 
n luſtapha, by Orrery 
onſuror, by C. Cibber 


on! 


Oedipus, by Dryden 

* Old Bachelor, by Congreve 

* Orphan, by Otway 

* Oroonoko, by Southern 

* Othel'o, by Shakſpeare 

Perjured Huſband, Centlivre 

Perolla and Izadora, by C. 
Cibber 

* Phzdra and Hippolitus, 
by Smith 

Phi'otas, by Frowde 

Pilgrim, by Fletcher 

Plutus, by Theobald 

Polly, by Gay 

Propheteſs, by Beaumont 

* Provoked Huſband, by 
Cibber 

* Provoked Wife, by Van- 
brugh 

* Recruiting Officer, by 
Farquhar 

Rehearfal, by Buckingham 

Relapſe, by Vanbrugh 

Refuſal, by C. Cibber 

* Revenge, by Dr, Young 

* Richard III. by Cibder 

Rival Fools, by C. Cib er 

Rival Ladies, by Dryden 

* Rival Queens, altered 

* Roman Father, by White 
head 

* Romeo and Juliet, by 
Garrick 

Royal Merchant, Beaumont 

* Rule a Wife, by Beaumont 

School-boy, by Cibber 

Scornful Lady, by Beau- 
mont and Fletcher 

x She would and ſhe would 
not, by C. Cibber 

She would it ſhe could, by 
Etherege 


* Sieeg 


PLAYS pi 
* Siege of Damaſcus, by 


Hughes 

Siege of Aquileia, by Home 

Silent Woman, by B. Jonſon 

Sir Courtly Nice, by Crown 

Sir Harr Wildair, Farquhar 

Sir Martin Mar-All, Dryden 

Sir Walter Raleigh, by Dr. 
Sewell 

* Spaniſh Friar, by den 

Squire of Alſatia, by T. 
Shadwell 

Stage- Coach, by Farquhar 

State of Innocence, Dryden 

Strollers, by Breval 

*Suſpicious Huſband, by Dr. 
Hoadley 

* 'Tamerline, by Rowe 

* Taming of the Shrew, by 
Garrick 

* Tancred and Sigiſmunda, 
by Thomſon 

* Tempeſt, by Shakſpeare 

Tender Huſband, by Steele 

* 'Theodofius, by Lee 

Timon of Athens, by Shak- 
ſpeare 


Titus and Berenice, byOtway 


Chilles, by Gay 
Accompliſhed Mid 


Agis, by Mr. Home 
Alt ina, by Mrs. Cowley 
All in the Wrong, Murphy 


by Mr. Toms ) 


for W. Lownnss. 


Toy-Shop, by Dodfley 
Troilus and Creſſida, Dri den 
* Twelfth Night, by Shakf- 
peare 
Twin Rivals, by Farquhar 
Two Gentlemen of Verona, 
by Shakſpeare 
Tyrannic Love, by Dryden 
Venice Preſerved, by Otway 
Venus and Adonis, by Cibber 
Veſtal Virgin, by Howard 
Ulyſſes, by Rowe | 
* Wiy of the World, by 
Congreve 
What d'ye call it? by Gay 
Wife's Relief, by Johnſon 
Wild Gallant, by Dryden 
* Winter's Tale, by Garrick 
Wit without Money, by Besu- 
mont 
Woman's a Riddle, Bullock 
Woman's Revenge, by do. 
* Wonder, a Woman keeps 
a Secret, by Centlivre 
Xerxes, by C. Cibber 
* Zara, with the Interludes, 
by Hill 


TRAGE DIES, CoMED1Es, and Or ER AVS, in 8e. 
at 1s. 6d. each. 


Thoſe marked by an Aſterick are embelliſhed will 
Frontiſpieces. 


* Alzuma, by Mr. Murphy 

* Amintas, by Taflo 

Anglois a Pordeaux, pat 
Favart 

Arminius, by Patterſon 

Art & Nature, by Miller 


Aſtrologeß 


PLAYS frined for W. Lownpts. 


Aſtrologer, by Mr. Ralph 
Athelflan, by Dr. Brown 
Athelwold, by A. Hill 
Author's Farce, by Fielding 
Bankrupt, by Mr. Foote 
Barbaroſſa, by Dr. Brown 
Battle of Haſtings, by Mr, 
Cumberland 
* Beggars Opera, with Mu- 
fic, by Gay 
Belles Stratagem, by Mrs. 
Cowley 
Bold Stroke for a Huſband, 
by ditto 
* Praganza, by Mr. Jepbſon 
Brothers, by Cumberland's 
Brothers, by Young 
Carmelite, by Cumberland 
Ciractacus, by Maſon 
Czlia, by C. Johnſon 
Chapter of Accidents, by 
Miſs Lee a 
Choleric Fathers, Holcroft 
Choleric Man, Cumberland 
andeſtise Marriage, by 
Garrick and Colman 
lementina, by Mr. Kelly 
* Cleone, by Dodfley | 
conice, by Mr. Hoole 
offee houſe Poli ician, by 
Fielding 
mmifliry, by Mr. Foote 
-onſtantine, by Francis 
vuette, by Hitchcock 
oriolanus, by T. Sheridan 
ount ot Narbonne, by Mr. 
Jephſun 
vunteſs of Saliſbury, by 
Mr Hartſon 
ozeners, by Mr. Foote 
reuſn, by Mr. Whitehead 
Critic, by Mr. Sheridan 
ymbeline, by Hawkins 


* 


Cymon, by Mr. Garrick 


Devil on Tuo Sticks, Foote 


Diſbanded Officer, Johnſtone 
Diſtreſſed Wike, by Gay 
Douglas, by Mr. Home 
Duelliſt, by Dr. Kenrick 
Duplicity, by Mr. Holeroft 
Earl of Eſſex, by Jones 
Earl of Eſſex, by Brooke 
Elfred, by A. Hill 
Eltrida, by Mr. Maſon 
Elvira, by Mr. Mallet 
Emilia, by Mr. Meilan 
Evgliſh Merchant, Colman 
Eugenia, by Mr. Francis 
Eurydice, by Mr. Mallet 
Fair Circaſhan, by Pratt 
* Falfe Delicacy, by Kelly 
Falſtaff's Wed ting, Kenrick 
Faſhionable Levities, by Mr. 
Macnally | 
Faſhionable Lorer, by Mr, 
Cumberland 
Fatal Viſion, by A, Hill 
Fathers, by Mr. Fielding 
Follics of a Day, bytloleroft 
Friends, by Mr. Meilad 


Gameſter, by Mr. Moore 


Gil Blas, by Mr. Moore 
Grub-ſtreet Opera, Fielding 
Guardian Outwitted, Arne 
Hecuba, by Dr. Delap 
Heireſs, by Gen. Burgoyne 
* tlenry VIII. by Grove 
Heroine of the Cave, Jones 
He would be a Soldier, by 
Mr. Pilon 


I'litell you what, MrsInchbald 


Incle and Yarico, by Mr. 
Colman, Jun. 

Inſolvent, by A, Hill 

Lady of the Manor, by Dr. 
Kenrick 


| Lady's 
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Lady's Revenge, by Popple 
Lame Lover, by Mr. we 
Law of Lomhardy, Jephſon 
Do. on royal paper, 27. 64. 
Love in a Riddle, by Cibber 
Love in ſeveral Maſques, 
by Fielding 
Lyar, by Mr. Foote _ 
Magic Picture, by Bate 
Mahomer, by Garrick 
* Maid of the Mill, by Mr. 
Bickerſtaff 
Maid of Bath, by Mr. Foote 
Man & Wite, by Colman 
Man of Taſte, by Miller 
Man of Buſineſs, by Colman 
Matilda, by Dr. Franklin 
Methodiſt, by Pottinger 
Midas, by Mr; O*Hara 
* Minor, by Mr. Foote 
Modern Huſband, Fielding 
Momus turned Fabuliſt 
More Ways than One, by 
Mrs, Cowley 
- Mother-in-L aw, by Miller 
Muftapha, by Mr Nallet 
Myſterious Huſbind, by 
Mr. Cumberland 
Nabcb, by Mr. Foote 
New Peerage, by Miſs Lee 
Noble Peaſant, by Holcrott 
Northumberland, by Meilan 
Oliver Cromwell, by Green 
Orators, by Mr. Foote 
Orphan of China, Murphy 
Paſquin, by Fielding 
Patron, by Mr. Foote 
Percy, by Miſs More 
Periander, by Atkins 
Philoclea, by Mr. Morgan 
*Plain Dealer, by Bickerſtaff 
Platonic Wite, by Griffiths 
Refuſal, by C. Cibber 


for 


W. Lowxnes, 


Reparation, by Mr, Andre 
Richard Cœur de Lion 
Rivals, by Mr Sheridan 


Robin Hood, by Macnally 

Roman Father, by Whitehead 

Roman Revenge, by Hill 

Royal Merchant, by Hull 

Royal Suppliants, by I)c'a 

Scanderbeg, by Havard 

School for Grey beards, | 

Mrs. Cowley 

School tor Guardians, by 
Mr. Mw phy 

School for Lovers, by 
Mr. Whitehead 

School for Rakes, by 
Mrs, Griffiths 

* School for Wives, byKel'y 

Sethona, by Col. Dos 

Seduction, by Mr. Holcrot: 

She Stoops to Conquer, by 
Dr. Goleſmith 

Siege of Aquileia, be Home 

Siége de Calais, par Bello) 

Siege, of Sinope, by Broobe 

Siſter, by Mrs. Lenox 


Strangers at Home, by 


Ir. Cobb 
Students, altered from 
Shakſpeare 
Such Things Are, by V's. F 
Inchbald WON C 
Summer's Tale, by Mr. 
Cumberland 
Temple Beau, by Fielding 
Themiſtocles, by Madden 
Timanthes, by Mr. Hole 
Times, by Mrs, Grithths 
Timon of Athens, a'terod 
by Mr. Cumberland 
Timon in Love, J. Kel'y 
Trip to Calais &c, by M.. 
Foote, 28. 6d, &. &. 


\ Regulus, by Mr. Havard 
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